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Palmer  and  CLArroir,  Printen, 

9,  Crabt  Court. 


HISTORICAL  INTRODUCTION. 


During  that  unsettled  period  io  which  the 
principles  of  the  Reformation  were  under 
discussion  among  the  various  princes  of 
the  German  empire,  and  before  they  had 
been  finally  adopted  or  rejected  to  any 
great  extent,  a  violrot  *  altercation  arose 
between  the  citizens  and  the  legitimate 
sovereign  of  the  Duchy  of  Brunswick ; 
who  at  that  time  was  Henry  the  Young, 
afterwards  called  Henry  the  Bearded,  Duke 
of  Wolfenbuttel. 
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The  burghers  claimed  certain  independent 
powers,  founded  on  ancient  customs  and 
prescriptions,  of  which  they  were  the  more 
jealOQS,  inasmuch  as  they  had  no  charters 
to  prove  the  origin  or  extent  of  their  rights ; 
and  they  found,  or  fancied  that  there  existed, 
a  disposition  to  question  the  validity  of 
their  privileges.  This  naturally  gave  rise 
to  an  obstinacy,  not  very  rare,  perhaps, 
in  sturdy  citizens,  but  difficult  to  be  borne 
by  princes;  who  seldom  recognise  any  other 
control  than  their  own  will,  and  stand  oa 
prerogative,  derived  from  a  long  course  of 
hereditary  succession,  and  the  "  grace  of 
God."  Immense  wealth,  firm  reliance  on 
the  power  they  had  acquired,  and  a  con- 
sciousness of  superior  knowledge  and  re- 
sources, gained  by  experience  in  the  many 
battles  and  sieges  the  town  had  sustained, 
tended  to  raise  their  pride  to  its  highest 
pitch ;  and  their  hostile  disposition  was 
further  inflamed    by    religions    dissensioi^ 
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tiie  parent  of  the  deadliest  of  all  kinds  of 
private  or  party  aniiDosity.  Bnitismck,  it 
should  be  remembered,  was  one  of  the  first 
towns    in  Germany  to  embrace  the  tenets 

I  of  Luther. 

\  On  &e  other  hand,  the  aiig:er  of  the 
Bovereign  towards  his  subjects  was  ex- 
cDsable,  originating,  as  it  did,  in  the 
prejudices  of  birfb  and  education,  and  a 
not  unfounded  alarm  at  wliat  ho  coold  not 
fail  to  consider  the  gradual  encroachments 
of  popular  power, — feelings  which  were 
strengthened  by  an  ardent,  blind,  and  nn- 
changeable  adherence  to  the  Catholic  faith 
— the  creed,  as  it  has  been  called,  of  mo- 
narchy and  aristocracy — an  adherence  which 
caused  him  to  look  with  indignation  on  all 
who  departed  from  the  bosom  of  the  mother 
church  of  Christianity. 

Henry  the  Old,  or,  as  he  was  more  fre- 
quently called,  the  Bad,  the  father  of  the 
Hgning  ^uke,  had  previously  attempted  to 
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reduce  Branswick  to  subjection.  Ue  esta* 
blislied  custom-bousesj  tolls,  made  a  new 
coin,  and  abrogated  several  ancient  privi- 
leges,— acts,  to  which  the  rebellious  town 
answered  by  a  protest  amounting  to  a 
declaiation  of  war.  Henry,  violent  in  his 
measures,  like  all  those  of  his  race,  planted 
bis  artillery  against  the  ramparts  of  Brans- 
wick ;  but,  bis  troops  being  beaten  near 
Blcckstadt  by  the  burgomasters  LaO'ende 
and  Plaltenburg,  he  was  glad  to  conclude 
a  treaty,  by  which,  though  the  town  of 
£runswick  acceded  to  the  sacrifice  of  a 
little  money  and  a  few  villages,  it  obtained, 
with  new  advantages,  a  confirmation  of  all 
the  rights  concerning  which  the  contest 
with  their  sovereign  had  arisen. 

On  ascending  the  throne,  Henry  the 
Young  found  the  burghers  as  unwilling  to 
submit  to  bis  authority  as  they  had  been 
to  that  of  his  lather.  Brunswick  engaged 
with  greater  ardour  than  any  other    town 
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of  Lower  Saxony,  in  favour  of  the  Refor- 
tnatioD ;  and  her  adherence  .  to  the  league 
of  Snialkalde,  concluded  between  the  King 
of  Denmark,  the  Elector  of  Saxony,  and 
the  Landgrave  of  Hesse,  in  a  Diet  held 
within  the  walls  of  Brunswick  in  1537, 
increased  the  animosity  of  the  prince  to  a 
sort  of  phrensy. 

Duke  Henry,  as  may  have  heen  inferred, 
inherited  from  his  forefathers  a  liery,  obsti- 
nate, and  ambitious  character;  but  these 
faults  were  counterbalanced  by  a  nobility 
and  generosity  of  soul,  which  had  been 
transmitted  to  him  by  his  ancestor,  Albert 
the  Great,  who  was  exempt  from  those 
impetuous  passions  which  Henry  the  Lion, 
the  chief  of  the  family,  had  evinced. 

Great  personal  bravery,  a  desire  for  the 
aggrandizement  of  his  paternal  house,  which 
was  his  predominant  idea,  and  unbounded 
ambition,   fostered   by   the   knowledge,  that 
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in  those  troabled  times  more  tban  oas 
soTereigB  prince  had  been  despoiled  of  tris 
domioions,  led  hini  fo  conceive  the  possi- 
bility of  re-establishing;  the  ancient  gran- 
dear  of  the  race  of  Giiclph ;  of  recovering 
tbe  immense  heritage  of  Henry  the  Lioo; 
and  even  of  placing  the  imperial  crown  «■ 
tbe  head  of  one  of  his  family.  War,  ho^^ 
«Ter,  ivith  its  alternations  of  snccess  and 
defeat,  aroused  Henry  from  bis  goIdflK 
dreams;  and  fortune,  ever  inconstant,  made 
him  feel  the  weight  of  her  caprice.  As  a 
prisoner,  Iw  had  seen  Wolfcnbnttcl,  bis 
favourite  residence,  occupied  by  his  rebel- 
lious subjecte;  and  the  chief  bnrgomaster 
of  Brunswick.  Francis  Kahle,  figure  amongst 
the  council  of  regency  appointed  to  govern 
his  slates.  Had  it  not  been  for  a  victory 
gained  by  the  Catholics  over  tbe  Reformers 
near  Mnlhansen,  which  rendered  John  Fw»- 
dericlt  of  Saxony  a  captive,  Henry  wonM 
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nerer,   periiaps,    have  regained  his  liberty. 
As  it  was,  heTvas  erentnally  eschauged  for 

I   that  prince. 

Wfafle  still  yotmg,  H^iry  iiad  been  led 
by  ungovernable  ambidon  into  an  nHJast 
war  with  the  Bishop  of  Ilildcsham.  All 
the  noble  yaseals  of  the  latter,  the  Ran- 
dienplattes,  the  Rnttenbergs,  ttie  Daonns, 
and  the  Steinbmcks,  had  taken  part  with 
tb«r  sovereign  bishop ;  hot  he  having 
abandoned  them,  and  fled  to  the  emperor 
at  the  moment  of  battle,  all  the  anger  of 
the  conqueror  fell  opon  the  subordinate 
actofB  instead  of  the  chief.  Henry  seized 
tlieir  domains,  slaBghtered  llans  von  Stein- 
brack  at  the  gates  of  his  castle  with  his 
OTm  hand,  and  caused  the  escutcheon  of 
eld  Meisebuck  von  Hundsruck,  against 
whom  he  had  great  personal  animosity,  to 
be  destroyed ;  and,  far  from  endeavonring 
gain   the   hearts  of  his  new  subjects  by 

I  nMoess  and  generosity,  he  employed  magis- 
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trates  and  soldiers  to  overawe  the  people, 
and  to  levy  as  large  contributions  as  pos- 
sible. 

Germany,  at  this  period,  resembled  an 
ocean  agitated  by  sub-marine  volcanoes. 
Religious  feuds  divided  states,  separated 
neighbours,  and  carried  discord  into  the 
bosom  of  families.  All  coufideuce  had  been 
banished  from  hearts  charged  with  mutual 
resentment ;  promises,  proteslations,  even 
oaths,  were  no  longer  respected;  and  the 
regeneration  of  the  word  of  truth,  that 
work  of  light  and  love — the  Ilefurinatioii 
—  which,  to  flourish  and  bear  fruit,  had' 
need  of  the  sweets  of  peace,  was  aban- 
doned by  even  its  partisans  to  men  armed 
with  the  glaive.  That  which  ought  to  have' 
embellished,  enlightened,  sanctified  life, 
covered  the  purified  altars  with  blood, 
spread  abroad  destruction  and  death,  and 
tlircatencd  to  annihilate  the  admirable  work 
of  the  great  reformer,  who,   surveying   the 
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"havoc  around  him,  was  overwhelmed  with 
madness  and  sorrow. 

It  was  no  longer  possible  to  arrest  the 
march  of  the  new  doctrioe.  The  light  of 
troth  had  penetrated  the  hut  of  the  poorest 
peasant  as  well  as  the  mansion  of  the  rich 
citizen,  the  castle  of  the  noble,  and  the 
palace  of  the  prince.  It  had  extended 
from  south  to  north,  and  from  west  to 
east,  with  surprising  rapidity.  This  success 
had  rendered  the  adversaries  of  reform  more 
exasperated  and  violent;  because  they  saw 
escaping  from  their  hands  that  temporal 
power  which  they  pretended  to  derive 
Jrom  heaven  itself.  In  all  ages  mankind 
made  religion  a  plea  in  behalf  of  their  own 
passions,  and  a  cloak  to  cover  their  rices 
and  crimes. 

Duke  Henry,  an  earnest  Catholic,  saw, 
witli  increasing  grief,  the  new  faith  esta- 
blished  in    the    bosom     of    his    hereditary 
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states.  His  cirartierfi,  his  councillors  of 
state,  Burcltard,  Saldea,  Balthasar,  Stichaw, 
an  indeed  wlio  approached  hitD,  far  fiom 
seeking  to  incline  the  impetuous  prince  to 
demency,  songht  day  by  day  to  height^i 
his  anger;  for  they  saw,  in  the  growing 
power  of  the  townsmen,  llie  loss  of  their 
most  cherished  privileges,  and,  what  af- 
fected them  still  more,  of  great  part  of 
tbeir  revenues.  Surrounded  by  princes  who 
had  become  Lutherans,  among  whom  wero 
Eric  of  Hanover,  his  cousins  of  Lunenburg, 
and  Albert  of  Brandenburg,  Henry  re- 
mained almost  the  only  chieftain  maiutain- 
ing  the  ancient  creed;  and  being  of  as  firm 
and  unyielding  a  texture  as  his  stalwart 
progenitor,  Henry  the  Lion,  he  was  in  the 
habit  of  repeating  the  following  lines,  the 
paternity  of  which,  so  truly  depicting,  as 
&BJ  do,  bis  reckless  character,  is  g^ie- 
rally  attdbutad  to  him : — 
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Mf  ducati  new  arc  gcitden  rules. 

Which  niic  men  underatuad  i 
A  belter  gospel,  none  but  fools 
'Would  care  for,  out  of  ctoistered  sAools, 

Or  take  for  bouse  and  loiuL 
Then,  vhilc  m;  coffers  overflow. 

And  followers  wBit  my  wilt ; 
Wby  should  I  with  vile  changelings  go. 
Or  ewe  what  teiti  Bcformen  sboir  ? 

Henry  '»  Duite  Henry  atiU! 

TiaiB,  his  invincible  spirit  nonrished  hatred 
into  a  tbirst  for  vengeance;  nor  were  the 
citizons  of  his  principality  far  behind  him  in 
the  indulgence  of  reciprocal  sentiments,  till 
their  matnal  bitterness  and  heartborning  were 
kindled  into  external  flame.  In  the  straggle 
that  ensued,  each  party  gave  way  to  nn- 
bddlcd  ferocity.  The  troops  of  tiie  doke 
penetrated  into  the  hamlets  and  farms  of 
the  citizens,  which  they  burnt  and  pillaged 
without  mercy.  The  citJxens,  in  turn,  at- 
tacked and  destroyed  the  stately  and  vene- 
rable monasteries,  and  the  proud  castles  of 
the  feudal  ncMes.    During  this  barliarotis 
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strife,  even  the  ashes  of  the  dead  ceased  to 
be  respected  ;  but  sacrilegious  hands  dese- 
crated the  tombs,  and  scattered  to  the  wiods 
the  mouldering  bones  of  the  ancestors  of  the 
detested  prince.  Nor  was  the  hatred  of  the 
people  towards  their  sovereign  manifested 
by  sanguinary  excesses  alone ;  they  found 
means,  by  injurious  and  cruel  satires,  to 
wound  his  feelings  still  deeper.  Ribald 
songs,  commemorating  the  alleged  exploits 
of  "  Captain  Guy,  of  Wolfenbuttel," — for 
such  was  the  name  given  to  the  duke, — were 
disseminated  throughout  the  country,  sung 
in  the  streets  and  ale-houses,  and  hawked 
fi'Om  door  to  door  by  pedling  tinkers.  There 
is  still  to  be  seen,  amongst  the  records  of 
the  League  of  Smalkalde,  a  bitter  pasqui- 
nade, setting  forth,  that  at  an  assembly 
of  devils,  under  the  presidency  of  Lucifer 
and-  Mephistophiles,  Duke  Henry  was  ac- 
knowledged as  the  son  and  nta.stor  of  their 
infernal    highnesses.    This    bitter    spirit    of 
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proTOcation    was   carried    to   sach   lengths, 
I'ibat   even    some    judicial    complaints,    ad- 
l^dressed  to  the  emperor  by  the  towns  of  the 
I  dachy,  were  couched  in  that  gross  language, 
of  which,  it  must  be  admitted,  the  writings 
of    Luther    himself   afTord     such    numerous 
exampleii.     In  these  Duke  Henry  is    desig- 
I  nated  as   Nabal,   Nebuchaduezzar,   and  the 
I  JUad  Wolf,  and  sought  to  be  degraded  by 
I  other    titles  still    more   ignoble.     He    was 
I  spoken  of  also  as   the  unknown  chieftain 
I  of  the  incendiary  bauds,  which  delivered  the 
[towns  of  Goslar,  Nordkausen,  and  Enbeck, 
I  to   the  flames ;  and,  finally,  penetrating  into 
[  the  most  secret  aifairs   of  his   private  life, 
new  fuel  was  added    to    the  fire  of  public 
j  hatred  by  outrageous  charges   of  a   guilty 
passion  entertained  by  the   prince  for  Eva 
von  Troth,   one  of  the  ladies  of  honour   to 
the  duchess,    his  spouse.     £)ach   of   these 
attacks  had  its  effect  on  the  mind  and  bear- 
ing  of  Henry ;    but   the  last  enraged  him 


INTRODUCTION. 


beyond  measure,  and  originated  in  blm  a 
deep  suspiciOD  of  the  fidelity  of  those  per- 
sons ivhose  counsel  was  most  valuHble,  and 
who,  had  their  attachment  continued  una- 
bated, were  capable  of  preserving  him,  by 
pointing  oat  and  pursuing  a  wise  and  en- 
lightened system  of  policy.  Repeated  hu- 
miliations  and  nojust  reproaches,  however, 
eventually  alienated  these  adherents ;  and  the 
valiant  families  of  Reden  and  Scbwergelt, 
abandoning  Bronswiclc,  established  them- 
selves beyond  the  frontiers  with  more  tole- 
rant patrons  and  friends;  and  the  Rauclien- 
plattes,  Ruttenbergs,  and  Daunns,  joined 
revolted  towns. 

Though  stung  to  the  qnick,  Henry  was, 
for  some  time,  compelled  to  restrain  his 
fury,  and  snspend  his  projects  of  ven- 
geance. Unable  to  conquer  his  rebellious 
subjects,  he  was  still  further  frustrated  in 
his  objects  by  the  sedition  of  Thomas 
Manzer,  an  ignorant  fanatic,  wlio  attacked 
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all  clerical  establishments,  io  the  hope,  per- 
haps, of  winning  all,  and  placing  himself 
at  the  head  of  a  new  order  of  church  go- 
Temment.  With  torch  in  hand,  this  mise- 
rable creature  preached  the  right  of  equal 
division  of  property;  and  instigating  the 
poor  against  the  rich,  recalled  the  exaspe- 
rated parties  into  which  the  principality 
had  been  previously  split,  to  the  defence 
of  their  respective  rights. 

This  affair  produced  a  sort  of  truce  be- 
tween Brunswick  and  "Wolfenbuttcl;  but,  at 
its  termination,  the  duke  again  wrought  in 
secret  to  mature  plans  for  bringing  back  to 
obedience,  or  compassing  the  ruin  of  the 
daring  citizens,  by  whom  his  power  had 
lieeo  set  at  defiance,  and  he  himself  treated 
with  derision  and  obloquy. 

The  following  Chronicle  commences  at  the 

period  when  the  military  retainers  of  Uuke 

Henry  and  the  Burghers  of  Brunswick  had 

just  achieved  their  joint  victory  over  Muozer 

^L  and  his  fanatic  followers. 
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Ai  the  commencement  of  the  sixteenth  centniy 
the  first  object  that  anested  the  eye  of  the  tra 
Teller,  on  entering  the  ancient  town  of  Bmns- 
wick,  by  the  sombre  arch  which  formed  part 
of  the  fortified  port  called  Petrithor,  was  a  con- 
siderable edifice,  situated  close  to  the  ramparts. 
The  extent  of  this  structure,  with  the  profusion 
of  rich  sculpture  with  which  it  was  adorned, 
gave  a  favourable  idea  of  the  prosperity,  as  well 
as  the  taste,  which  then  reigned  among  the 
wealthiest  class  of  German  citizens. 
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The  facade  of  this  building,  extensive  and 
pierced  by  numerous  windows,  was  of  plaster  of 
a  dazzling  wbiteness.  The  mansion  consisted 
of  two  stories,  which,  even  at  so  late  a  period, 
were  uncommon ;  and  its  gable  ends  built  in  the 
form  of  steps,  the  latter  with  green  and  brown 
varnished  bricks,  had  a  brilliant  and  pleasing 
effect.  The  sculptor  had  been  extremely  pro- 
digal of  his  embellishments.  The  arched  win- 
dows were  supported  by  pillars  carved  into  the 
resemblance  of  youthful  figures,  the  real  type 
of  German  beauty ;  and  a  couple  of  gigantic 
tritons,  whose  tails  answered  the  purpose  of 
spouts  to  throw  off  the  rain  water,  appeared  as 
if  guarding  the  roof.  In  the  spaces  between  the 
windows,  on  the  ground  floor,  were  skilfully 
placed  statues  of  the  principle  personages  of  the 
Bible :  Adam  and  Eve,  with  the  tree  of  know- 
ledge ;  Sampson  vanquishing  the  lion ;  the 
robust  Judith  bearing  the  head  of  Holofemes  ; 
the  giant  Goliath  and  David ;  with  several 
others.     But  the  greatest  skill  had  been  mani- 
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uprooted 

I  charged 
Hiese  gia 
n  menac 
that  hos 
disposed 


Jested  in  the  decoratioDa  of  the  principal  en- 
trance-gate.     On  either  aide  was  the  colossal 
figure   of  a  savage,  holding  in   one  hand   an 
uprooted  pine-tree,  and  in  tlie  other  a  shield 
fa  charged  with  armorial  bearings.     At  the  feet  of 
B  giants  were  two  mastiffe,  in  stone,  each  ia 
L  menacing  attitude,  as  if  to  scare  away  from 
hospitable   dwelling    all   traitors  or   evil- 
;   whilst  above  the  portal,  the 
head  of  a  cherub,  with  out-spread  wings,  seemed 
^^-  .to  invite  the  guests  and  friendB  of  the  family  to 
^^B  enter  and  partake  of  Ihe  wealth  and  enjoyment? 
^^K of  its  happy  possessor. 

^^^^ '  But  remarkable  as  was  the  exterior  of  the 

^^B:«di£ce  we  have  just   described,  and  however 

^^■tWorthy  the  attrition  of  an  amateur  of  ait,  its 

^^H  :«ppearance  did  not  long  engage  the  eye  of  the 

fetigued  wayfarer,   who   felt   more   powerfiilly 

attracted  by  the  long  shaft  or  pole,  terminated 

by  a  gilded  spear,  which  was  fixed  in  the  wall 

above  the  gate-way,  and  projected  to  some  dis- 

.  tance  into  the  street.     At  the  extremity  of  this 
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was  an  eaormooB  crown  of  oak-leaves ;  and  ft 
gold  dolpliin,  suspended  from  the  centre  by  a 
chain,  announced  that  within  was  brewed  and 
sold  the  best  and  strongest  beer  of  the  country, 
the  brown  mum  of  Brunswick — a  beverE^e  bo 
justly  celebrated,  that  even  water-drinkers 
could  not  pass  without  envy. 

This  house,  with  its  appurtenant  buildings, 
was  the  property  of  the  respectable  Klaus  Net- 
tebeck,  a  worthy  burgher,  member  of  the  city 
council,  brewer  and  publican  of  great  celebrity. 
The  name  of  Nettebeck  was  honoured  by  the 
citizens ;  the  voice  of  the  wealthy  brewer  had 
always  been  loud,  and  bis  spirit  courageous  in 
the  cause  of  hberty,  not  only  in  the  council,  but 
in  two  or  three  conferences  which  bad  been  held 
with  the  envoys  of  Duke  Henry  of  Wolfenbut- 
tel,  on  the  subject  of  the  privileges  of  which  the 
duke  was  so  anxious  to  deprive  the  civic  cor- 
poration. In  other  respects,  Klaus  was  one  of 
the  most  peaceable  and  upright  of  those  whom 
the  young  courtiers  of  Duke  Henry  were 
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I  the  habit  of   termmg    "  the  gnarling   dogs  of 
[  Brunswick." 

On  the  ground-floor  of  the  Golden  Dolphin, 
I  at  the  time  of  the  commencement  of  our  narra- 
I  live,  a  large  and  noisy  company  was  afisembled. 
I  Neither  the  public  nor  the  private  rooms  bad  an 
I  empty  table.     Burghera,  soldiers,  travellers,  and 
I  artisans  drank  long  and  hearty  draughts  of  dc- 
UciouB  mum  foaming  firom  the  deep  cans  ;  but 
whilst  tbey  peaceably  enjoyed  that  mild  liquor, 
their  ears  were  not  idle.     Some  soldiers  who 
I  'bad  just  entered,  decorated  with  brilliant  scarfs, 
and  wearing  green  boughs  on  their  helmets, 
engaged  general  attention  by  their  curious  re- 
citals ;  having  scarcely  reached  home  on  their 
wxeturn  from  the  successful  expedition,  under- 
I  taken  against  the  revolted  peasants,  who,  with 
the  extravagant  Thomas  Mtmzer  at  their  head, 
had  sought  to  overrun  and  change  the  aspect  of 
Germany.     Brunswick  had  furnished  her  quota 
in  this  affair;  and  her  joyous  sons  had  brought 
from  the  scenes  which  they  had  visited,  a  suffi- 
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cient  stock  of  the  marvellous  to  gratify  public 
curiosity  foi'  a  hundred  such  evenings,  not  only 
■mth  respect  to  the  excesses  in  which  the  fanatics 
indulged,  but  to  the  feats  of  their  chief,  who, 
after  having  denounced  death  to  all  the  Christian 
princes,  and  destniction  to  their  sovereignty, 
and  sworn  to  establish  the  kingdom  of  God  on 
the  ruins  of  that  of  Satan,  had  been  compelled 
to  surrender  his  arms,  and  at  last  had  terminated 
his  turbulent  career  on  the  scaffold. 

The  noise  of  the  assembled  crowd  in  the  inn 
resembled  that  of  a  hive  of  bees,  when  their 
enemies,  the  hornets  and  wasps,  present  them- 
selves at  the  entrance. 

In  the  court-yard  all  was  bustle.  Horses 
covered  with  dust  were  neighing  and  stamping 
with  impatience;  while  grooms  were  hastily 
filling  buckets  of  fresh  water,  measuring  oats, 
or  throwing,  from  the  lofts  overhead,  bundles  of 
hay  and  straw.  In  the  interior  of  the  house, 
men  and  maid-servants,  with  naked  arms,  and 
foreheads    covered    with    perspiration,    were 
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Itspidly  passing  to  and  £ro  in  every  direction, 
I  some  bearing  smoking  meats,  and  others  glaBses, 
I: bottles,  or  pitchers  of  foaming  beer. 

But  great  as  were  the  noiae  and  tumult  be- 
I  oeath,  the  silence  that  reigned  in  the  apartments 
m  of  the  upper  story,  which  were  partly  reserved 
for  the  family  of  the  rich  brewer,  and  partly  for 
distinguished  guests,  who  frequently  took  up 
1   their  lodging  at  his  house,  was  profound  and 
I  ^broken.     These  spacious  rooms,  which  were 
I  magnificently  famished,  opened  into  a  gallery, 
which,  according  to  the  fashion  of  ancient  Ger- 
man hotels,   ran   through  the  centre    of   the 
house,  and  exposed  to  view  all  that  passed  in 
the  vestibule. 
L  -.  la  one  of  the  chambers,  the  \vmdow8  of  which 
Koverlooked  the   street,  some   spindles,  and   a 
&ame  for  embroidering  lace,  bespoke  the  occu- 
pation of  its  inmate.     Large  green  curtains  of 
fine   serge  were    drawn   before  the  windows, 
through  which  the  rays  of  the  setting  sun  could 
only  penetrate  sufficiently  to  afford  a  sombre 
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light,  barely  capable  of  rendering  objects  doB- 
tinguishable.  On  entering  this  diamber,  it  ap- 
peared totally  deserted ;  nothing  announced  the 
presence  of  a  human  being :  but  on  approaching 
the  window,  a  young  and  amiable  otject,  whom 
no  one  could  behold  without  pleasure,  the  sweet 
and  pretty  Justa,  only  daughter  of  Master  Net- 
tebeck,  met  the  eye.  She  was  seated  on  a  deli- 
cately-sculptured bench,  and  half-hidden  in  the 
deep  recess  of  the  window,  which  projected 
beyond  the  fa9adc.  Her  ample  drapery  partly 
veiled  her  graceful  form,  like  green  leaves  sur- 
rounding a  beautiful  lily.  The  delicate  white 
hand  of  the  maiden  frequently  drew  aside  the 
curtain,  to  permit  her  to  throw  a  glance  of 
her  blue  eye  into  the  street ;  but  as  often  as  she 
did  so,  the  ardent  sun,  penetrating  the  opening 
and  suddenly  throwing  his  brilliant  and  glaring 
light  upon  her  countenance,  on  which  the  hand 
of  the  Creator  had  so  strongly  traced  expres- 
sions of  mildness,  innocence,  and  benevolence, 
compelled  her  to  relinquish  her  intention. 
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Justa,  vlio  at  this  time  had  scarcely  attained 

I  liei  eighteenth  year,  passed  for  the  most  charm- 

I  ing    girl    of   proud  BnmBwick — a    distinction 

I  which  she  merited  by  the  elegance  of  her  form, 

ithe  Iu£tre  of  her  eyes,  the  freshness  of  her  com- 

I  plexion,  and  the  ingenuousness  of  her  smile 

I  It  mattered  not  whether  Justa  Nettebeck  were 

I  dressed  in  grey  petticoat  and  black  bodice,  th^ 

l-Bhowed  so  well  her  delicate  waste,  with  a  small 

I  Telvet  cap,  which  eft   to   view  her   beautiful 

t  forehead ;  or  in  all  the  rich  array  and  jewellery 

with  which  pomp  and  wealth  could  invest  her, 

her  natural  loveliness  made  her  at  all  times  an 

object  of  esteem  and  kind  wishes  to  the  maidens 

and  matrons  of  Brunswick.     At  all  the  public 

fetes  of  the  burghers,  her  hand  was  solicited  for 

the  dance  by  the  most  graceful  and  elegant  of 

the  yoimg   citizens;    even  the   old  patricians 

and  noble  seignors  of  the  surrounding  castles 

evinced  no  displeasure  on  seeing  their  sons  pay 

Bdesiduous   attention  to  the  rich    and  virtuous 

Justa  Nettebeck. 
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At  themomentwe  have  selected  to  sketch  her 
portrait,  Juata  was  sittbg,  as  abcady  described,  in 
melancholy  mood,  and  sighing  deeply  from  time 
to  time,  as  she  threw  a  stolen  glance  into  the 
street; — her  lovely  features  resembling  rather 
those  of  a  weeping  Madonna  than  of  a  Minerva 
or  Hebe,  which  the  German  painters  of  that 
period  loved  so  well  to  delineate,  in  warm  and 
glowing  colours,  on  the  walls  of  their  ancient 
edifices. 

It  was  evident  that  some  interesting  object 
occupied  the  eyes  and  attention  of  the  tender 
Justa ;  for  she  heard  not  her  step-mother,  Dame 
Potentia  Nettebeck,  open  the  room  door,  n<w 
observed  the  look  of  discontent  which  the  latter 
threw  upon  her  daughter,  towards  whom  she 
advanced  with  hasty  step,  and  an  expression  and 
manner  which  indicated  that  her  mission  was 
anything  but  pacific. 

When,  however,  the  long  and  bony  hand 
of  the  matron  touched,  in  a  rough  anner, 
the  showlder  of  the  maiden,  the  latter  started  as 
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E-if  tlmnderstruck,  and,  trembling  like  a  rose 
llXudely  torn  from  the  shelter  of  its  tnatemal 
saves,  raised  her  eyes  fearfully  towards  her 
hwho  had  thus  disturbed  her  reverie ;  then  cast- 
mbig  them  timidly  on  the  ground,  her  face  suf- 
I  liieed  with  a  deep  blush,  resumed  its  former 
melancholy. 

"  It  is  thus,  then,  that  Justa  Nettebeck  passes 

I  her  time  ?"  said  the  Dame,  in  a  loud,  shrill 
Toice.  "  Whilst  every  one  else  in  the  house, 
who  has  received  from  his  Creator  two  hands  and 
the  same  number  of  feet,  is  employed  without 
ceasing,  even  to  the  master  himself.  Miss  Justa 
kas  come  hither  to  avoid  her  share  of  the  work  ; 
iind  like  a  fine  lady  placed  herself  at  the  window 
to  amuse  herself  by  looking  at  the  passengers, 
M  in  watching  the  young  cavaliers  exercising 
their  horses  below  1  Ought  such  things  to  be 
seen  in  a  house  where  Fotentia  Nettebeck 
governs  ?  It  is  Miss's  business,  it  seems,  to  be 
■'here  sighing  and  casting  tender  looks,  while  the 


13 


ETA    VON    TROTH, 


cook  and  butler  are  sitting  at  their 
valets  hiding  full  bottles,  and  the  servants  sett 
aside  for  themselves  the  choicest  morsels  in 
house !" 

"  Calm  your  anger !"  said  Jnsta,  interrupting 
this  torrent  of  maternal  reproach ;  "  I  did  not 
find  myself  well  amid  the  smoke  of  the  kitchen, 
and  came  here  to  respire  a  purer  air,  and  to 
cover  a  little  from  the  headache  and  dizzineia, 
which " 

"  Dizziness !"  sharply  exclaimed  the  matroa.j 
"  yes,  I  know  that  young  brains  are  very  sub- 
ject to  this  sort  of  malady,  which  Mr.  Nette- 
beck  would  do  well  to  cure  by  the  application 
of  a  yard  measure, — By  the  bye,  what  is  it 
you  mean  by  the  smoke  of  the  chimney?  KnoWj 
young  lady,  that  the  kitchen  of  Potentia  Nette-| 
beck  is  the  cleanest  and  best  in  the  to\ra,  and 
that  the  noses  of  the  most  delicate  ladies  of  AVol- 
fenbuttel  never  knew  anything  more  savoury 
than  the  fumes  which  issue  from  it !  Hum !  smok' 
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kitchen!   But  let  us  see,"  she  coatiuued  with  an 
air  of  irony,  drawing  back  at  the  same  time  the 
green  curtain  with  a  violence  that  made  the 
gilded  rings  sound  loudly  on  the  polished  rod 
I  which  supported  them ;  "  let  us  see  a  little  of 
I  this  pure  Mr  which  your  affected  ladyship  re- 
quires for  cure  of  dizziness.     Ah!   ah!   If  I 
mistake  not,  it  is  in  watching  the  young  cava- 
liers that  Miss  spends  her  time!  nay,  I  am  sure ; 
for  there  is  that  coxcomb  Bamer,  prancing  on 
his  courser  at  the  risk  of  breaking  his  neck,  bc- 
kcauHe  he  has  seen  Miss  at  the  window.     Would 
rit  were   broken  in  reaUty,"   added  the  angry 
dame,  "  for  the  peace  of  this   house !      Since 
with  him  the  evU   spirit,  &om  the  snares  of 
[  n;hich  God  preserve  us,  has  entered  herein !" 
"Oh,  my  mother !"  exclaimed  Justa,  alarmed, 
"what  words  have  escaped  you!  May  your  good 
mgel  obliterate  your  wish  from  his  tablets  before 
Lit  reaches  the  clouds! — But,  good  God!"    she 
■  continued,  looking  earnestly  on  the  side  where 
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die  young  patricians  exercised  their  horses ; 
you   a   foreteller    of  destiniea? — Behold 
courser  has  taken  fright — has  run  away;  Dii 
Goodness !  he  has  thrown  his  rider !  Ah !  myj 
mother,  your  words  have  killed  him !" 

At  this  moment,  the  agitated  girl  lowered  het, 
head,  and  hid  her  face  in  order  that  she  migl^ 
not  perceive  the  dreadful  spectacle  that  pr( 
sented  itself  to  her  imagination,  and  which  con* 
jured  up  such  agony  in  her  soul.  Dame  Po- 
tentia  burst  into  a  loud  laugh. 

"  At  lastj  then,"  she  said,  with  an  accent  at" 
once  triumphant  and  provoking,  "  that  littlft 
silent  heart,  from  fear,  has  divulged  what  tfll 
the  present,  it  would  not  confide  to  her  who 
supphes  the  place  of  a  mother !  Fear  nothing,, 
my  dear,  for  the  young  spark  whom  you 
have  made  the  lord  and  master  of  your  affec- 
tions. He  is  hght  as  the  plume  in  his  caj^J 
and  weighs  not  more  than  the  empty  purse  left 
him  by  his  father.     The  noble  chevaUer  of  the 
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weadiercock,  the  lord   of  the  empty  purse,  is 
at  present  on  his  feet ;  his  courser  wheels  about 
md  paws  the  grotmd,  while  his  master,  nimble 
I  squirrel,  is  again   in  the  saddle.     Look, 
darling  I  re-assure  your  little  heart ;  here  is  hand- 
some Klaus  Bai-ner  again  mounted  on  his  tamed 
animal.    But,"  continued  the  Dame,  with  em- 
phasis, and  raising  her  voice  higher  and  higher. 
^^."  I  shall  go  and  impart  all  this  to  my  worthy 
^■^ouse ;  and  pray  him  to  take  such  measures 
^^Hliat  the  house  in  which  I  reside  may  receive 
^^Kio  stdn,  and  that  the  family  may  not  incur,  in 
^^Btonsequence  of  these  foolish  amours,  any  blame 
•       either  ftom  the  chiirch  or  the  public,  for  thai 
would  be  sufficient  to  deprive  me,  in  an  instant, 
^^ft  of  my  poor  life." 

^H     "Potential  Potential"  loudly  c.illed  Master 
^^  Nettebeck,  who  at  that  moment  appeared  be- 
hind his  wife;   "these  storms  are  not  suitable 

J to  a  beautiful  day  in  May.     Peace,  wife,  peace  ! 

KHast  thou  forgotten  what  I  have  so  often  de- 
Baiied  of  thee,  to  abstain  from  showing  so  strongly 
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the  step-mother,  and  not  to  endanger  thy  good 
reputation,  which  will  only  serve  ae  a  gossip 
among  thy  neighbours  ?" 

The  rubicund  cheeks  of  Dame  Potcntia  had 
assumed  the  colour  of  her  pink  topaz  necklace 
on  hearing  the  voice  of  her  husband  bo  close 
to  her  earsi  for  although  Master  Nettebeck 
was  mild  and  aHable  to  his  friends  and  the 
public,  he  was,  nevertheless,  feared  for  his  se- 
verity in  the  interior  of  his  house.  But  a  wo- 
man's anger  is  like  a  stormy  sea,  which  neither 
a  ton  of  oil  nor  magic  words  can  appease. 

"  My  good  reputation  is  a  strong  tower,  that 
fears  not  the  breath  of  any  impious  mouth," 
replied  Potentia  in  an  irritated  tone,  which  she 
tried  to  moderate  as  much  as  possible ;  "  my 
family  IB  reckoned  among  the  best  in  Han> 
over;  my  valiant  brother  is  captain  in  the 
Emperor's  army,  and  is  distinguished  by  Field- 
Marshal  the  Duke  of  Bourbon,  who,  in  speak- 
ing of  him,  was  in  the  habit  of  calling  him 
Peter  the  Fearless  of  Hanover.     I  think,  there* 
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ibre,  that  Master  Nettebeck  has  not  mereljr 
chosen  me  for  his  head  servant  and  house- 
iper,  but  to  be  bis  compamon,  to  watch  over 
'the  honour  of  this  bouse,  and  to  augment,  if  pos- 
sible, the  consideration  in  which  it  is  held;  it 
ought  then  to  be  permitted  me  to  speak  a  word 
in  an  affair  where  a  young  and  inconsiderate 
creature  acts  in  a  manner  contrary  to  what 
modesty  and  decorum  demand." 

'  Ah !    what  has  happened  then  so  terrible 

my  house,"  said  Master  Nettebeck   laugh- 

:,  "  that  the  head  of  my  worthy  Potentia  yet 

'embles  like  the  weathercock  on  St,  Andrew's 

iwer,  when  it  is  agitated  by  the  north  wind?" 

Look  through  that  window,"  replied   the 

le  with  vivacity,  "  and  you  will  see  below 

^an  evil  spirit,  under  the  garb  of  Klaus  Barner. 

Take  care.  Master  Nettebeck,  he  casts  a  fiery, 

Satanic  glance  on  your  peaceful  roof;  take  care 


rthat  < 
■to  it." 


;   day  I 
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"  Nay,  that's  but  a  jest,"  returned  the  brewer, 
still  laughing ;  "  comfort  thyself,  wife,  comfort 
thyself;  my  godson  is  no  incendiary,  although 
he  takes  a  Httle  after  his  father,  and,  as  thou 
sayest,  has  a  touch  of  satanic  £re  in  him;  hut 
for  all  this,  he  is  a  brave  and  worthy  youth, 
and  I  will  be  responsible  for  him." 

These  few  words,  uttered  in  a  peremptory 
manner,  rendered  Dame  Potentia  suddenly  si- 
lent ;  and  Master  Nettebeck,  tenderly  embracing 
the  desolate  girl,  added,  "  Descend,  Dame,  I 
pray  thee,  and  send  off  Christopher  secretly 
to  the  Town-hall,  to  desire  the  chief  of  the 
port  to  send  me  two  halberdiers  of  the  guard. 
There  have  been  some  disputes  below,  and  it 
is  possible  there  may  be  broken  heads  if  the 
disputants  become  warm.  I  appeared  not  to 
observe  it,  and  for  that  reason  have  not  given 
the  orders  myself  to  seek  for  assistance.  Go, 
mother,  go,  and  arrange  this  affair  for  me,  in 
the  best  manner  thou  art  able." 
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Appeased  by  those  mild  words.  Dame  Po- 
tential accustomed^  like  most  German  females, 
to  obey  the  orders  of  their  husbands  without 
reply,  quitted  the  apartment;  and  Justa,  no 
longer  restrained  by  her  presence,  threw  her- 
self, sobbing,  into  the  arms  of  her  father. 
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"  Comb,  come,  hold  up  your  head,  my  child,** ' 
said  the  old  man  tenderly,  yet  with  firmness; 
"  one  of  the  best  aiid  moat  erect  of  God's  crea- 
tures ought  not  to  lower  her  forehead  to  the 
ground,  on  which  crawl  serpents  and  unclean 
beastB;  ifc^  is  to  heaven  that  the  human  eye 
should  always  direct  itself,  to  seek  for  light  and 
truth — she  who  cannot  look  me  boldly  in  thej 
face  is  not  worthy  of  my  confidence.  It  i 
not  be  so  with  my  Justa,  with  whom  I  hope  ' 
to  experience  as  much  happiness  in  this  world 
as  with  her  brother,  our  good  Antony.  By 
the  bye,  I  ought  to  tell  thee,  he  ( 
many  remembrances,  and  that  his  j 


le  sends  the^^J 
is  patron,  tl!^^| 
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master  cooper  of  Nuremberg,  is  very  well  satis- 
fied with  him." 

"Ah!  my  brother  is  very  happy!"  said  Justa 
ughing,  and  wiping  her  eyes  with  the  comer  of 
her  apron;  "he  can  go  whenever  he  pleases 

from  town  to  town,  until  he " 

Justa !"  interrupted  her  father,  in  a  severe 
;  "what  inconsiderate  words  are  about  to 
escape  thy  lips !  Wouldet  thou,  then,  quit  thy 
father  and  mother  to  rove  over  hill  and  dale  ? 
pass  thy  life  in  a  camp  ?  repose  under  the  tent 
of  a  debauched  soldier  I  for  I  know  the  secret 
of  thy  thoughts — fie  !  what  an  unworthy  idea 
a  modest  girl !" 

'  Nay,  my  good  father,"  she  hastened  to 
reply,  "  God  preserve  me  from  such  wishes ! 
But  my  head  to-day  has  been  bo  bewildered, 
and  my  heart  beat  so  strong  and  so  quick 
in  my  bosom !  —  But  stay,"  she  continued 
in  a  caressing  tone,  at  the  same  time  pulling 
over  his  cheeks  the  large  velvet  collar  of  his 
:own  mantle,  "  it  is  to  you  I  would  confide  the 
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chagrin  tJial  oppresses  me ;  but  tell  me  first,  if, 
during  Us  sojourn  here,  Klaus,*  or  as  I  ought 
to  say,  Junkert  Earner,  did  not  conduct  him- 
self towards  me  like — like" — and  she  hesi- 
tated, 

"  Like  a  lover!  like  a  bcthrothed!"  said  her  | 
father,  finishing  the  -words  she  could  not  utter  j 
'  hke  a  lover,  a  fixture  husband,'  thou  woiildst  | 
say  f      Nearly     so,    my     Justa ;    at    least    we 
must  avow  that  appearances  have  greatly  re- 
sembled such  a  reality." 

"  Appearances,  my  father !"  said  Justa,  with  I 
affiight.  "  Were  they  only  appearances  whe4  J 
he  followed  me  everywhere,  not  only  to  the  J 
fStes  of  Arquebusiers,  but  also  to  that  of  J 
Easter  and  Pentecost?  Was  it  for  □othing^j 
that  each  evening  he  drew  his  chair  close  to  J 
mine;  and  whilst  I  turned  my  spindle,  he  i 
described  to  me  the  country  of  Hesse,  where  I 
he  had  been  brought  up  with  his   aunt,  who  ] 


*  KUui  isBhort  for  NicboUi. 
t  A  title  given  in  GennaoT  to  C 
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supplied  the  pkce  of  that  mother  he  had  lost, 
and  whom  he  had  so  tenderly  loved,  and  a 
inndied  things  besides  i  Did  he  not,  during 
iter,  take  great  pleasure  in  reading  to  me 
sages  in  the  Bible,  legends  ot  chronicles 
ibe  town,  which  contained  so  many  curious 
iries?  Do  you  not  any  longer  recollect, 
iather,  the  day  on  which  the  fire  broke 
out  in  the  storehouses  in  the  markel-place ; 
when  you  brought  to  me  the  little  children 
whom  Ililaus  had  rescued  from  the  flames,  and 
whibt  I  tried  to  console  and  persuade  the 
poor  little  innocents  to  take  some  nouiishment, 
did  not  Klaus,  in  your  presence,  embrace  me ; 
and  pressing  me  to  his  heart,  say,  I  was  the 
best  girl  under  the  sun,  and  that  happy  would 
be  the  Duke  who  made  me  his  Duchess  ?" 
"  Yes,  my  Justa,"  replied  the  father  gaily, 
he  did  all  that,  and  much  more.  He  wore 
ly  blue  ribbons  in  hia  cap ;  he  has  called 
more  than  a  hundred  times  his  father,  his 
[ood  father  Nettebeck;  and  many  times,  when 
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bi3  purse  was  empty,  he  has  made  use  of  mine 
precisely  aa  a  real  son  would  have  done  towards 
his  own  father.  I  know  also,"  he  added,  with 
a  comic  accent,  "  that  he  foiind  the  ragouts 
and  pastry  made  by  the  hand  of  my  Juata  : 
more  exquisite  and  delicate  than  the  meats  of  § 
the  castle ;  and  if  a  vigorous  appetite  bespeak 
anything  in  favour  of  love,  by  my  fiuth  thou 
niayst  boast  of  having  a  lover  the  most  tender 
of  all  Germany."  A  hearty  lai^b  accompanied 
these  words. 

"  My  father !"  said  Justa,  with  a  plaintive 
accent,  "  I  opened  my  heart  to  thee,  and  thon 
seekest  to  draw  amusement  frum  my  chagrin."    J 

Master  Nettebeck,  touched  by  this  remark,  i 
took  his  daughter  by  the  chin,  and  raising 
up  her  sweet  countenance  towards  bim,  said, 
"  Paternal  raillery  is  a  two-edged  weapon,  that 
wounds,  at  one  stroke,  the  father  and  child. 
God  forbid,  my  Justa,  that  I  should  jest  with 
the  grief  of  thy  poor  heart;  I  would  but  give 
support  to  a  young   and  delicate  flower.     In 
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let,  I  wish  not  tliat  my  child  shoiild  appear, 
,  the  eyes  of  strangers,    weak-minded,    and 

rithout  courage ;  but  tliat,  on  all  occasionsj  she 

may  show  herself  brave  and  animated,  as  was 
ilier  worthy  mother  wheu  the  enemy  besieged 
pbur  tampai'ts.  Thou  lovest  Klaus  Earner,  and, 
for  my  part,  I  have  more   than  once  partici- 

wted  in  thy  sweet  dream.  The  heart  of  this 
young  man  is  well  disposed ;  he  is  of  vahinble 
metal,  but  not  without  some  alloy;  and  he  has 
acquired,  in  a  foreign  country  and  amongst 
military  men,  some  manners  which  do  not 
altogether  please  me.     Hoiveverj  he  is  to  thee 

,  kiud  fiiend   and  tender  brother.     For    the 

[iresent,  let  that  suffice — love  in  certain  souls 

I  of  slow  birth ;  it  requires  time  to  bring  it 
rth;  an  ai'tificial  sun,  by  forcing  the  fiuit  to 

^len,  engenders  also  the  worm  that  destroys 
before    it   reaches  maturity.     Leave,  then, 

Uaus  Earner  to  sec  the  world,  and  live  after 
!  own  fashion.     The  future  spouse  will  return 

lore   experienced,  and   know  better  how  to 
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appreciate  her,  who, 


nibling   the  snail  in 


its  shell,  never   quits  her  house,  but  liveB  in 
retirement,     modest,     active,     and    occupied. 
When  Earner  becomes  tired  of  the  unEettled 
hfe  of  men  of  his  rank,  he  will  better  enjoyi 
the  pleasures  of  a  domestic  fire-side.     AlthoUg^l 
Klaus   is    of   noble    race,    the   daughtei 
burgher  ought  not  to  make  the  first  advances 
it  is  what  a  Nettebeck  would  not  do  even  fot  J 
an  episcopal  fief!     Place,  therefore,  thy  hap- 
piness in  the  hands  of  God,  who  ordainS  aH  ] 
for  the  best,   and  leave  to  thy  father  the  carB  J 
of  the  rest." 

"  But,  my  father,"  said  Justa,  sighing,  "  since  I 
his  arrival  yesterday,  he  certainly  ought  to  J 
have  come  to  pay  his  respects  to  me,  and  I 
particularly  after  such  a  perilous  journey;  I 
Ought  not  our  house  to  have  been  the  first! 
he  visited  ?  How  can  you  excuse  this  d^g 
coui-tcay  ?" 

Master    Nettebeck    shrugged  up  his  shoul 
ders,  and  appeared  to  seek  for  an  answer  thtf 
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would  satisfy  his  daughter,  and  at  the  same 
time  be  conformable  to  truth ;  when  a  well- 
known  voice,  sounding  in  the  gallery,  made 
the  heart  of  Justa  tremble;  at  the  same  mo- 
ment the  door  opened  quickly,  and  exhibited 
the  handsome  and  elegant  person  of  Klaus 
Barner,  who,  with  smiling  countenance  and 
joyous  haste,  approached  the  interlocutors. 
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CHAPTER  III. 

Klaus  Barker,  or,  as  he  was  more  com- 
monly called,  the  Junker,  was  one  of  those 
men,  who,  by  the  grace  and  frankness  of  their 
manners,  please  at  first  sight,  and  ensure 
themselves  friends.  His  stature  was  not  of 
that  description  which  artists  are  in  the  habit 
of  designating  by  the  epithets  "noble  and 
heroic ; "  nevertheless,  his  strong  and  vigorous 
proportions,  without  destroying  the  elegance 
of  his  form,  gave  him  an  imposing  appearance. 
His  features,  without  being  regular,  were  agree- 
able, and  around  his  well-formed  mouth  reigned 
an  expression  of  goodness  and  cordiality ;  his 
cheeks  were  fresh  and  warmly  coloured;  his 
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brilliant  dark  hazel  eyes  were  fVill  of  soul  and 
gaiety ;  and  his  eye-brows,  gracefully  arched 
on  his  noble  forehead,  gave  an  ensetnble  to 
his  face,  a  sort  of  bold  and  reckless  braveiy, 
that  suited  well  with  the  short  moustache  which 
shaded  his  upper  lip,  and  the  broMTi  curls 
that  played  behind  his  ears,  A  tight  dress 
of  deer's  skin,  which  displayed  the  form,  a 
ruff  of  rich  lace  round  the  neck,  a  scarf  of 
orange-coloured  silk,  embroidered  with  silver, 
a  helmet  of  leather,  embossed  with  silver  and 
gold,  on  the  crest  of  which  waved  not  a 
plume,  but  merely  a  green  branch,*  completed 
his  dress,  and  characterized  a  cavalier  of  that 
epoch,  when  the  manners  of  chivalry — always 
a  little  uncouth — ^were  becoming  more  polished 
from  associating  with  men  of  science  and  good 
breeding;  and  the  important  events,  then  agi- 
tating  Europe,  rendered   it   necessary  that   a 

*  It  has  been  a  custom  with  the  Germans,  from  time 
immemorial,  on  returning  from  any  successful  mUitary  ck* 
pedition,  to  place  a  green  branch  in  their  caps. 
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warrior    should    uot    only  possess   strength  o^l 
arm,  but  demaudcd,  at  the  same  time,  that  h^J 
should  unite  coiirago,   prudence,  and  prompt-v ' 
ness  of'judgment  to  an  enlightened  mind. 

The  Junker  advanced  gaily,  and  held  out  hif  j 
hand  to  the  father  and  daughter  with  his  a 
customed  cordiality. 

"  Health  and  joy !  my  good  friends,"  sai^  J 
he,  whilst  his  eyes  were  fixed,  with  an  evideift  I 
expression  of  pleasure,  on  the  features  of  Just^^.l 
who  appeared  to  have  totally  forgotten  the  cha^  1 
grin  which  she  had  expressed  hut  a  few  minutes  J 
before.  "I  am  hero,  thank  God,  safe  and  sound; 
the  eni'aged  peasants  have  neither  hung,  nof^l 
torn,  nor  tossed  me  with  their  pitchforks.  I  at^.l 
indebted,  without  doubt,  for  my  safety  to  thq.l 
prayers  of  my  pious  cousin.  Is  it  not  eo,  Justa?**  I 
continued  he,  laughing;  "have  you  notpraye^l 
for  the  poor  Junker?  and  when  the  breeze  rudelj^l 
shook  tlic  flowers  and  sliruhs  in  your  gardei 
breaking  here  and  there  some  delicate  branch,  J 
did  you  not   think   ol'  honest  Earner,  ahaken  I 
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|E  the  stomi  of  war,  on  wliosc  back  the  cursed 

»vardly  rebels  were  exercising  their  flails  and 

aotty  saplings?    However,  the  affair  was  not 

D  tiifiing  as  it  appeared  at  the  commencement ; 

pie  of  the  rebel  troops  assumed  an  imposing 

f,  and  for  a  short  time  gave  us  considcr- 

B  employment.   We  came  at  last  to  a  general 

Rattle.     Prince  Heniy  of  Wolfenbuttcl,  Duke 

peorge  of  Sasouy,  and  the  Landgrave  PhiJip, 

Mdered  their  troops,  well  armed  and  disciplined, 

'to  advance,  and  the  tnimpets  and  drums  made  a 

clamour  like  tlie  day  of  judgment.     The   pea- 

^mts  began  to  sing  hymns,  and  crowded  close  to 

1  other  like  sheep  when  it  thunders.     Then 

r  chief,  the  infatuated  Thomas  Mtmzej-,  who 

Relieved  himself  called   upon  to    punish   the 

s  of  the  earth  for  their  impiety,  preached 

n  to  his  followers,  in  which  he  promised 

!  ragged  heroes  to  collect  all  the  enemy's 

lialls  in  his  sleeve.     Instead  of  accomplishing 

Itbis,  however,  the  poor  devil  was  taken  prisoner, 

Ifind  beheaded  at  Muklausen.   For  myself."  con- 


EVA    VON   TROTH. 


tinued  Bamerj  turning  towai'da  Master  Nette 
beck,  "  I  lost  my  beautiful  horse  Mecklembui^,  ' 
and  should  have  been  quite  at  a  loss  for  another, 
had  not  Simon  Finck  offered  ine  a  magmilcent 
one,  which  he  calls  Fie.  I  have  just  given 
biin  a  trial,  and  find  he  suits  me.  I  have  come, 
therefore,  to  beg  of  you,  my  worthy  iriend, 
to  lend  me  the  fifty  gold  ducats  which  he  de- 
mands for  this  precious  animal." 

"Heavens!  how  he  chatters,"  replied  Master 
Nettebeck,  "  his  tongue  is  like  the  clack  of  a  mill. 
It  appears,  my  boy,  that  the  north-east  wind  in 
he  country  has  not  dried  up  thy  throat,  nor  has 
thy  tongue  received  any  damage !  Thou  hast  | 
fallen  amongst  us  like  a  thunder-bolt;  and  well 
prepared  as  was  the  severe  sermon  we  were  , 
going  to  preach  to  thee — " 

"  A  sermon !  what  from  you,  Master  Nette- 
beck ?  and  cousin  Justa,  too  ?"  said  Bamer, , 
with  surprise. 

"  And  dost  thou  not  deserve  it  ?"  replied  the 
old  brewer ;  "  hast  thou  forgotten  all  politem 
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and  good  breeding  during  thy  absence .'  Hxst 
thou  not  become  a  vulgai-  varlet,  like  the  body- 
guard of  Thomas  Munzer  ?  Master  arrives  in 
the  court-yard  of  liis  godfather  on  a  sorry- 
jaded  steed;  'Hollo,  boy  I'  he  cries  to  the 
groom,  who  civilly  demands  if  ho  shall  lead 
the  horse  into  the  stable: — I  was  there,  and 
Dame  Nettebeck  and  Justa,  both  near  to  me, 
with  open  arms — was  it  not  so,  Justa,  that  six 
arms  were  open  to  receive  him  ?  But  Junker 
Klaus,  spying  the  jockey,  Simon  Pinck.  and  his 
horse.  Magpie,  with  one  spring  bounded  on 
the  back  of  his  steed;  prancing,  gamboling, 
trotting,  and  gallopping  him, — ^while  godfather 
and  cousin  are  obliged  to  wait  till  it  suits  the 
young  simpleton  to  approach  and  receive  their 
welcome.  A  miserable  horse  is  deaier  to  him 
than  his  most  sincere  fiiends,  whoso  joyous  wel- 
come he  allows  to  freeze  on  their  lips." 

At  these  reproaches,  a  deep  blush  covered 
the  features  of  the  young  man,  which  increased 
on  his  observing  the  slightly  contracted  eye- 
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brows  of  Justa,  aiicl  liei'  head,  by  an  approving 
Dod,  give  assent  to  tte  words  of  her  fath^v.  He 
approached,  and  taking  Iicr  hand,  preesed  it 
to  his  heart  in  acknowledgment  of  his  fault. 
"Justa,"  he  said,  in  a  tender  accent,  "my 
cousin !  my  sister  !  is  your  opinion  of  me  the 
same  as  your  father's  ?  An  eye  hke  yours, 
clear  and  brilliant  as  ^e  water  of  the  fountain, 
a  Lively  moutli,  with  lips  like  cherries,  are  only 
formed  to  express  peace,  love,  and  reconcilia- 
tion ;  be  merciful  towaids  me,  Justa !  grant  me, 
a  poor  siimer,  pardon  for  my  rudeness,  and 
accept  this  small  present  as  a  token  of  my 
sincere  repentance.'" 

"VThile  saying  tliesc  words,  Camcr  gracefully 
bent  his  knee,  and  presented  to  the  speechless 
girl  a  necklace,  wliich  he  drew  from  his  doublet. 
It  was  composed  of  various-coloured  agate,  each 
stone  beautilully  enchased  in  gold.  From  the 
centre  was  suspended  a  heavy  heart  of  the 
same  metal,  which,  skilfully  formed  and  de- 
licately engraven,  ^ttcs^^d  the  tkiJ^  and  t^te  of 
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die  goldsmiths  of  Nuremberg,  so  celebrated  at 
tbat  period  for  this  description  of  workmanship. 
The  countenance  of  Justa  beamed  willi  a 
gracioui  fmile;  and  holding  the  golden  heart 
between  her  fingers,  she  showed  it  to  her  father 
T^th  en  air  of  triumph,  whilst  her  grateful 
look  bespoke  what  her  lips  did  not  utter. 

"  Press  it  towards  the  top,"  said  Earner, 
"  and  if  you  find  nothing  within,  it  rests  with 
you  to  place  there  ivhat  you  please.  It  was, 
perhaps,  the  only  plunder  of  any  value  that 
was  found  amongst  that  army  of  beggars ;  but 
it  is  not  for  that  alone  that  my  dear  Justa  ought 
I  to  prize  this  trifling  present ;  but  because  the 
1  life  of  Klaus  Bamer  was  in  danger  at  the 
moment  he  acquired  that  ornament  for  his  sweet 
cousin." 

"  Yowc  life  1"  exclaimed  Jnsta,  turning  pale, 
i  9Pd  with  an  expression  of  interest  which  Bar- 
I  ner,  had  he  observed  it,  might  have  been  proud 
I  of;  but  her  father  hastily  caught  her  in  his  arms, 
I  and  Bald  jestingly :  "  Hey  day !  why  dost  thou 
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tremble  ?  dost  thou  not  see  him  there  safe  and 
Bound  before  us  ?  Young  men  love  to  boast  of 
their  first  feat  of  arms.  Come,  Earner,  hasten 
to  recount  all  to  us,  to  set  her  mind  at  rest; 
though,  indeed,  I  am  myself  impatient  to  hear 
your  story.  But,  first  of  all,  Justa,"  continued 
Master  Nettebeck,  "go,  fetch  a  good  can  of 
mum,  and  some  pastry  of  thy  own  making,  that 
the  Junker  may  renew  his  acquaintance  with 
his  ancient  friends — the  beer  of  Brunswick  and 
the  pastry  of  my  Justa." 

The  maiden  smiled  joyously,  sprang  out  of 
the  chamber,  and  soon  returned  with  a  large 
pewter  plate,  containing  all  they  required. 

On  re-entering,  she  found  Bamer  recounting 
his  adventures,  Master  Nettebeck  not  having 
patience  to  await  bis  daughter's  return.  With- 
out interrupting  them,  she  placed  the  beer  on 
the  table,  and  sat  down  with  an  attentive  ear 
to  listen  to  the  young  man's  recital. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 


"  For  four  successive  nights,"  continued 

Bamer,  "  we  were  attacked  by  the  enraged 
peasants  in  small  troops,  hooting  and  yelling 
like  dogs  that  would  force  the  wild  boar  from 
his  lair,  when  the  latter  feels  his  strength  too 
exliausted  to  make  any  defence.  One  night,  on 
the  right  of  our  camp,  we  suddenly  perceived  a 
blaze  of  light.  It  was  a  castle  to  wltich  the 
insurgents  had  set  fire.  We  immediately  turned 
out,  and,  aword  in  hand,  mounted  our  horses, 
which  we  scarcely  had  time  to  bestride,  ere  we 
were  directed  to  push  across  the  country. 

"  There  were  nearly  a  doKcn  of  us,  and  we 
made  all  the  haste  we  possibly  could  by  the 
feeble  light  of  the  stars.  When,  at  a  little  dis- 
tance  from  the  camp,  we  heard  three  horsemen 
advancing  towards  us,  one  of  whom  called  out. 
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mortal  stroke.  By  the  feeble  light  I  perceived 
hJB  danger,  and  urging  forn-ard  my  gallant 
steed,  which  had  alrciidy  horue  me  three  times 
from  the  strife,  nished  betwixt  the  furious  rebel 
and  the  prince.  The  fatal  fork  was  buried  in 
the  neck  of  my  charger,  which  instantly  fell. 
A  violent  and  unexpected  blow  caused  the 
sword  to  fall  from  my  hand,  but  without  loss  of 
time,  and  with  my  fist,  I  laid  the  fellow  sprawl- 
ing at  my  feet.  The  moment  of  danger  for  the 
Prince  had  passed;  but  for  me  it  had  com- 
menced. On  all  sides  there  was  a  thicket  of 
pitchforks  and  scythes,  many  of  them  directed 
against  me,  and  I  know  not  how  I  should  have 
escaped  from  this  adventure,  had  not  the  Hes- 
sian trumpets  sounded  at  a  short  distance  from 
the  field  of  battle.  At  the  terrible  and  dreaded 
sounds  of  those  brave  warriors,  the  dogs  began 
to  scamper,  as  ii'  they  bad  heard  the  trumpets 
of  Gideon  or  Joshua,  llie  combat  ceased,  but 
when  Aurora  appeared  in  the  cast,  I  saw  my 
faithful  comscr  still  struggling,  in  cruel  agony. 
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in  the  middle  of  a  green  corn-field.  I  was 
covered  witli  sludge  and  blood,  resembling 
I  more  a  Turkish  executioner  than  a  German 
cavalier.  Filled  with  chagrin  and  regret,  I 
took  the  leathers  from  my  Btirrups,  tied  the 
hands  of  the  maurauder  whom  I  had  made 
1  captive,  and  led  him  into  the  camp." 

"Stop  awhile,  my  boy,"  interrupted  Master 

Nettebeck ;   "  thou  dost  not   observe,   in  the 

warmth   of  thy  recital,  that  my  timid  girl  is 

nearly  fainting  with  pity  and  terror.     Recount 

*  rather  the  conclusion  of  this  affair ;  tell  us  how 

I  much  weighed  the  gold  chain  which  the  noble 

I  duke  threw  round  thy  neck  as  a  mark  of  grati- 

ttude;  tell  us  for  what  amount  was  the  draft 

I  given  on  his  privy  purse,  to  purchase  another 

f  courser  in  the  place  of  tliat  which  thou  hadst 

J  lost  ?" 

At  these  words  the  colour  mounted  into  the 

I  cheeks  of  the  Junker.     "  How  mean  you  by  the 

I  gold  chain  and  the  draft,  Master  Nettebeck  ?" 

exclaimed  Earner,  with  a  proud  accent.     "  The 
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duke  is  more  deeply  indebted  to  me  tlian  for 
the  eerrice  I  rendered  him  that  night.  It  is 
nccessaiy,  therefore,  that  I  should  have  a  horse 
instantly;  and  if  you  have  any  friendship  for 
nie,  Master  Nettebeck,  you  will  purchase  for 
me  the  one  I  named,  before  another  deprives 
me  of  it.  To-morrow  I  must  repair  to  the  Castle 
of  Wolfenbuttel :  my  whole  fortime  is  at  stake 
— and  perhaps  my  honoui-,"  added  Klaus,  with 
a  httle  hesitation. 

"  Oh !  if  circumstances  are  so  grave,"  replied 
Master  Netteheck,  emihng  at  the  warmth  of 
the  young  noblej  who,  like  most  persons  of  his 
rank,  was  not  accustomed  to  let  trifling  obstacle! 
thwart  his  wishes,  "there  is  nothing  I  catt 
refuse  thee ;  but  let  us  know  Uie  affair  of  thi| 
necklace — the  precious  stones  of  which  my 
daughter  cannot  leave  off  counting — ^liow  didst 
thou  obtain  it  ?" 

"A\'hen  I  anived  at  the  camp,"  said  the 
Junker,  "  di'agging  after  mo  my  prisoner,  my 
companions  laughed  most  heartily  on  beholdii^ 
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the  ridiculous  appearance  I  made  vith  my  cap- 
tive. The  poor  wretch  then  offered  me  thia 
[  trinket,  which  he  had  most  probably  stolen,  as 
nsom.  I  accepted  it,  gave  him  his  Ubert)', 
I  and,  glad  to  be  rid  of  him,  rejoined  my  comiMiny. 
"Prince  Henry  had  just  dismounted,  .-uid 
I  vfoa  inspecting  his  Hoops.  He  aproachcd  nic, 
I  and  said,  with  blunt  cordiality,  '  Art  not  thou 
I  the  man  who  last  night  tendered  me  a  service .'' 
'Yes,  Prince,'  I  replied,  showing  him  my 
["Wounded  hand. 

"  'Thou  ait  active  and  \-igoroU8,'  said  he  ; 
'  thou  bearest  a  good  lance,  and  knowest  Trell 
I  tow  to  use  it.  Thou  hast  made  me  thy  debtor ; 
f  when  Tve  retiu'n  to  the  castle  we  will  speak 
I  of  it.  What  is  thy  name,  thy  fumily,  and 
f  lineage  !' 

■ '  Klaus  Earner,'  I  answered  instantly,  'son  of 
I  JTlans  Earner,  Seigneui-  of  Steinbruck,  formerly 
I  yassal  of  Hildesham.     At  present,  and  when- 
ever you  fl-ish  it,  my  lord  duke,  I  am  one  of 
I  your  most  zealous  followers.' 
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"  The  duke  appeared  astonished ;  *  Earner  of 
Steinbruck ! '  said  Le,  and  his  countenance  be- 
came gloomy.  '  Ko  matter ;  present  thyself  at 
a  convenient  time,  and  we  will  see.' "  ^ 

"  Yes,  yes,  we  shall  see,"  in  a  half  whis- 
per said  Waster  Nettebeck,  who  had  become 
pensiye  and  thoughtful  duiing  the  latter  part  of  j 
this  recital ;  but  Klaus  continued  with  vivacity. 

"Thtis  you  see,  my  godfather,  I  have  no  time 
to  lose ;  the  chevaliers  Von  Troth  have  arrived 
to-day  in  Briuiswick ;  they  are  on  their  road  to 
Wolfenhuttel  to   visit  their   niece   and  sister, 
before  taking  arms   to  mai'ch   against  the  re- 
volted peasants  of  their  province.     You  knoir 
we  studied  the  profession  of  arms  together  imder  t 
the  great  Maishal  Von  Troth ;  and  I  made  my 
first    exercises    and    campaigns  with   the  two 
Troths,  Tilen  and  Adam,  who  aie  my  dearest   ' 
&iends.     They  wish  me  to  accompany  them  to  | 
Wolfenhuttel,  and  it  is  my  intention  to  do  so. 
I   shall  demand  of  the  duke,   the   spurs  of  a 
chevalier.     I  shall  pray  him  to  accord  mc  the 


inTesddne  d  bt  £"■—■»  ■>! 

casde  of  SoemfavBdE. 

with  die  Bidiopof  Tfili\riiwii    3m 


saJs.  SiioQld  I  faoceed  ix  ny  smcriEK.  ir 
whidi  1  here  mad  a  dodbc  -vwl,  w£I  fee  Jioisr 
Xectebeck,  dot  dke  siddi'  K2eb»  -wiSL  ifssmu^  i 
model  fix*  wigii^.  Thffa  iZ  :a» 
conthmfsJ  Buser,  im  a  farvar  me.  "* 
ooosm  Josta.  aad  the  wrarr  isaut  fjBsnss^ 

^  m  " 

win  do  me  dke  pleassTE-  zy  ^znat  aii  ^-^m^*^ 
mv  house  fike  diesr  <»w£.  gric  rsiififr  x  »  ?mL- 
mendaUe  in  die  era  e£  aZ  Bmfr^ik. 
Golden  Dc^hin — will  yisiz  ztic  r* 


eyes,  while  die  heaiinz  elf  ber  VaacsL  ^Dumxih' 
showed  widi  what  sweet  CBGc5aEa  hezhssr: 


head,  and  said  widi  a  coBiCzaiacid  a£r.  ^' Aju  ik! 
nune  dian  one  sofiq^-bobfale  ^rrrrw  w5a.  ^ue 
colours  of  die  ninbow.  God  gnEsit  &at  dbae 
may  not  hunt  widi  die  wind,  jvoK  maiB!    JU 
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all  events,  thou  shalt  have  the  beautiful  horse, 
Magpie.  And  as  for  taking  any  share  in  what 
thou  mayst  acquire  in  thy  enterprsie,  for  my 
part,  I  would  say,  if  at  thy  return  thou  art 
still  in  the  same  mind — " 

At  this  moment,  a  terrible  noise,  which  pro- 
ceeded from  below,  interrupted  their  peacefiil 
conversation;  and  the  three  friends  instantly 
ran  into  the  gallery  overlooking  the  eiitrahce- 
hall. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

This  entrance-hall  was  crowded  by  artisans  of 
every  trade,  mingled  with  soldiers,  aU  of  whom 
were  shouting  at  the  same  time,  and  each 
elevating  his  voice,  as  if  he  wished  to  convince 
the  company  that  he  excelled  his  neighbour  in 
the  vigour  of  his  lungs.  In  the  centre  of  this' 
crowd  were  three  men,  against  whom  the  assem- 
bly principally  directed  their  menaces.  These 
individuals  were  turning  rapidly  round,  trying 
to  face  their  assailants,  and  to  repulse  the 
attacks  which  were  directed  against  them 
from  every  side.  They  returned  sarcasm  for 
sarcasm,  and  insult  for  insidt. 

"Stop  them!"  cried  a  tail,  withered  man,  in 
a  croaking  voice,  at  the  same  time  waving  his 
long  arms  above  the  heads  of  the  crowd ;  "  they 
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"  are  the  spies  of  Wolfenbuttel,  plotters  of 
miBcIiief — liigkwaymen.  I  know  two  of  them 
well :  the  one  ia  Loi'cntz  Wieland,  the  other 
Handskoch.  They  were  present  when  the  eleven 
envoys  of  Goslar  were  assassinated  at  Stcinfield, 
and  it  was  they  who  aided  in  destroying  the 
foundry — yes,  I  am  from  Goslar,  and  I  ought 
to  know  my  enemies!" 

"  The  third  is  Steiding,  the  head  keeper  of 
the  forest,"  exclaimed  another,  with  the  Bame 
violence ;  "it  was  he  who  fired  on  me  when  I 
was  cutting  some  hop-poles  on  the  territorj'  of 
Brunswick.  I  recognise  him  well — the  Frei- 
schiitz." 

Then  a  concert  of  voices  cried  out>  "Come,, 
on  I  come  on !  to  the  prison  with  them!     Th^ 
aie   here  as    spies   upon  ns,   the  traitors ! 
listen  to  ua,  and  carry  their  reports  to  the  dukel 
"  Tlicy  come  to  destroy  our  prii'ilegcs ! ' 
*'  And  make  a  ducal  town  of  out  free  city." 
"  And  by  treason  and  intrigue,  to  put  us  i 
the  power  of  a  tyrannical  master." 
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"  Arrest  thetn !"  exclaimed  all  parties  with 
redoubled  fiiry. 

"Scourge  them  through  the  town!  Hence 
with  such  birds  of  ill  omen !  Drive  them  from 
the  place!" 

In  vain  did  Master  Nettebcck  and  Klaus 
endeavour,  from  the  gallery,  to  appease  these 
furious  men.  Intoxicated  with  linger  and  beer, 
not  one  of  them  would  listen  ;  and  the  un- 
fortunate keeper  of  the  ducal  forests  w.is 
already  overthrown  among  the  feet  of  the  mul- 
titude, when  Earner,  out  of  patience,  took  a 
Budden  reeohition,  and  seizing  with  a  vigorous 
J  hand  the  top  of  the  balustrade,  which  was  of 
BoUd  oak  beautifidly  carved,  leapt  over  it : 
then  resting  his  foot  on  the  different  ornaments, 
he  by  this  means  descended,  until  he  was  on  a 
level  with  the  heads  of  the  multitude.  "  Mnkc 
way!  make  way!"  he  exclaimed,  in  a  voice 
of  thunder  ;  "  take  care  of  your  hends  nnd 
shouldera !"  On  this  signal,  which  warned 
them  that  some  danger  was  at  hand,  all  eyes 
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were  directed  upitarde,  and  each,  from  a  natural 
instiuct,  tried  to  save  himself".  Some  of  the 
most  violent  drew  back  in  the  best  manner  they 
could,  squeezing  their  companions  against  the 
walls  till  they  were  nearly  suffocated ;  others 
clambered  up  the  flight  of  steps  leading  to 
the  dining-room,  scrambling  like  a  flock  of 
frightened  sheep ;  whilst  those  who  had  falleu 
in  the  confusion,  crawled  on  the  ground 
like  supple  eele,  and  glided  through  the 
pressing  crowd. 

Klaus  Earner,  profiting  by  the  empty  space 
thus  cleared  beneath  him,  sprang  lightly  to  the 
ground. 

"  What  the  devil  means  the  tumult  you  are 
making  here?"  he  cried,  whilst  an  ironical 
smiie  played  on  his  lips.  "  T\'hat  is  the  matter 
with  you,  brave  citizens  ?  From  what  caum 
arises  this  dreadful  clamour  ?  Is  there  a  £(• 
in  any  part !  Have  any  of  you  received 
jury  ?  If  so,  you  know  Junker  Earner  is  at  ih/t 
service  of  all  persecuted  Brunswickers !" 
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More  irritated,  that  they  had  been  < 
pointed  in  tlielr  hopes  of  Tcitgetace, 
appeased  by  the  words  of  the  yoong  m: 
two  ringleaders  came  out  from 
m^Ue,  aad  the  tall  thia  maa 
Klaus  with  anger:  "  Art  ihoa  bccooc  a  fool. 
Junker  Barner,  to  fall  down  ainoogit  ta  fike  * 
eack  of  floitr,  at  the  risk  too  of  breakiiig  ear 
heads  with  the  iron  of  thy  heek  ?  We  wobU 
have  justice  on  the  three  nucals  ■ent  bere  by 
the  Wolf  of  Wolfenbuttel,  and  that  butantly.'* 
"  Yes,  jastice,"  cried  out  the  inflated  little 
;  "justice  as  respects  these  trsitois;  and 
I  for  that  purpose  we  hare  no  oieed  of  joo,  aot 
Lof  any  other  sprig  (d  oobiliiy.  vboever  be  nay 
fte!" 

■-  If  yoa  wish  to  &gbt  tbc  WoU^  th«  bear  and 

Ills  paws  may  prore  ofsernc«,"  replied. Kkaa. 

smiling ;   ''  but  the  worthy  citizens  of  Bm^ 

,  wick  have  been  in  tbe  habit  of  defending  ibsv 

I  rights  in  a  manneT  nxire  dignified,  and  not  like 

Q^sy    rabble.     Bat    where    arc    tbe    poor 

D  2 
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wTetckes  on  whom  you  would  wreak  your  I 
veDgeance?"  he  condnued,  lookiag  aroand"! 
liiin.   Every  one  followed  his  example :  but  the  1 

three  men,  taking  advantage  of  the  diversion  I 
caused  by  the  sudden  appearance  of  the  Junker,  , 
had  prudently  gained  the  door,  and,  favoured  | 
by  the  tumult,  made  their  escape. 

"Curses  light  on  them!"  vociferated  the  I 
now  furious  crowd.  "  Pursue  them  !  Close  the  i 
town  gates !  It  is  the  infernal  Junker  who  is 
the  cause  of  tliis !  Seize  him!  hang  him  in  J 
their  place  !  Behold,  he  wears  the  scarf  of  I 
Wolfenbuttel !  he  is  no  better  than  these  J 
eraitoTs!"  And  a  crowd  instantly  surrounded'! 
Bamer,  who,  as  little  scared  by  the  barking  of  I 
these  dogs  as  the  bear  which  formed  his  crest,  I 
only  repHed  to  their  clamours  and  insults  j 
by  a  cqld  disdainful  smile,  or  repulsing  gently  1 
with  bis  flat  hand  those  who  approached  too  | 
near  to  him.  Nevertheless,  this  scene  would, 
in  all  probahihty,  have  become  more  serious  to  1 
the   bold  young  man,    and  also  to  the   dmij  J 
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Justa,  who,  from  the  gallery  abore, 
her  hands  and  attering  feebie  crie*  of  ■gooy. 
had  been  witness  of  the  strife,  had  not  threr 
halberdiers,  preceded  by  the  ta«ni-«eigaat. 
made  their  appearance  at  the  docv. 

"  In  the  name  of  the  Supreme  Senate  ^id 
our  seigneur  the  BurgomaEter,  peace  and  nlmce, 
onder  pain  of  imprisonment  and  fine,"  nd  tbe 
sergeant  in  a  counter-tenor  voice,  that  qaickly 
nlenced  all  tumult.  In  an  instant  eacb  penon 
thought  of  himself:  the  crowd  dispened;  hmc 
returned  to  their  beer-cans,  and  otfaen  U>  tW 
care  of  their  business ;  and  in  a  few  "■"■rtfr 
the  hall  was  nearly  cleared,  and  peace  re- 
eetablkhed  in  the  house. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 


Klal-s  Earner,  after  haying  throini  an  affetV' 
tionate  look  towards  the  gallery,  where  Just* 
Etill  remained,  entered  a  private  room  on  the 
ground  floor,  in  which  some  noble  patricians 
were  regaling  themselves  at  a  table,  covered 
with  pastry  and  flagons  of  wine.  ITicy  had 
heard  the  tumult,  but  the  seigneurs  would  have 
thought  it  derogatory  to  their  dignity  to  leave 
their  glasses,  or  even  to  turn  their  heads,  for  si 
trifling  a  circumBtance,  The  Junker  entered 
and  approar:hing  them,  held  out  his  hand  witlt 
that  natural,  frank  cordiality,  which,  according 
to  German  politeness,  admits  of  no  refusal.  On 
this  occasion,  however,  it  was  returned  by  some 
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of  the  party  with  a  certain  reiervc,  accompanietl 
,  by  gloomy  looks,  or  visible  repugnance, 

"I  greet  you,  my  worthy  countrymen  and 
friends,"  atdd  Bamer,  gaily.  "  What  good  wind 
is  it  that  unites  you  all  under  this  hoBpitabk- 
roof?  You  surround  so  gravely  thia  joyous 
table,  that  one  would  almost  imagine  you  were 
holding  a  council  of  the  empire.  Hal  ha! 
Chevalier  Heinrig  Rauchenplntte  of  AVizenburg, 
are  you  here  ?  In  tiuth,  my  noble  barons,  had 
the  emperor  wished  to  assemble  a  diet,  he  could 
not  at  once  have  called  together  men  more  5.igf 
or  vaUant  to  furnish  his  council  or  his  guard." 
"  You    are  in  a  merry  humour.  Junker  of 

f  Steinbruck,"  replied  Heinrig  Von  Rauchen- 
platte;  "the  wine  you  have  drunk  in  the  can- 

I  teen  of  Wolfenbuttel  appears  to  have  loosened 
your  tongue ;  and  the  scarf  of  a  peijitred  duke 
keeps  your  stomach  so  warm,  that  like  the 
ostrich  in  the  desert,  which  swallows  the  stones 
thrown  at  him,  you  swallow  and  digest  promptly 
all  the  insults  which  ought  to  reminl  you  of 
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your  devastated  Steiiibruck.  Much  good  may 
they  do  you,  Junker!" 

"Let  him  aJonel"  interrupted  Ruttenberg, 
with  a  burst  of  laughter  which  made  the 
windows  of  the  apartment  shake ;  "  do  not 
deprive  him  of  the  joy  of  his  glorious  and 
honoiurable  campaign.  By  my  faith,  he  brought 
back  a  valuable  booty!  a  waggon-ftill  of  pitch- 
forks, a  puppet  decorated  with  a  dozen  straw 
crowns,  and  two  fat  pigs  tied  to  the  tail  of  hii 
horse.  Such  booty  is  a  good  equivalent  for 
the  twenty  thousand  florins  which  he  has  been 
obliged,  like  us,  to  pay  since  the  Wolf  bit  his 
father,  and  the  agents  of  Wolfenbuttel  saved 
him  the  labour  of  cultivating  his  estate." 

"  With  your  permission,  my  lords,"  repHed 
Klaus,  leaving  the  table,  "  may  I  presume  to 
enquire  of  you  if,  at  the  present  day,  it  is  the 
custom  amongst  noble  chevaliers  to  reply  to 
the  heartfelt '  God  be  with  you!'  of  the  pilgrim, 
by  raillery  or  a  slap  on  the  cheek  ?  Or  is  it 
that  you   seek  a  quarrel  with  Klaus  Earner  ? 
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If  so,  throw  down  the  gauntlet ;  and  the  Junker, 
young  as  he  is,  will  take  it  up.  But  to  wound 
him  unfeelingly,  like  a  fox  in  a  hen-roost,  is 
what  brave  and  noble  seigneun  like  you  ought 
to  descend  to." 

Here  the  gigantic  Schenk  arose  from  the 
table,  and  approaching  Bamer,  looked  at  lam 
steadily  for  an  instant  with  eyes  penetrating  ns 
(hose  of  a  falcon;  then  placing  bis  iron  band 
^  his  shoidder, 

"  Ah  1  you  do  not  comprehend  the  meaning 
of  our  reproaches,  young  man!"  he  observed, 
in  a  hollow,  sepulchral  voice ;  "  can  you  then 
have  forgotten  the  day  of  Saint  Matthias,  which 
we  celebrate  every  year  as  a  day  of  mourning 
and  repentance  ?  Is  it  necessary  to  remind  you 
o£  that  cold,  bitter  night  in  February,  when 
the  blood  of  your  father  froze  on  the  blade 
of  Wolfenbuttel's  pouiard?  when  that  im- 
pious duke,  with  the  iron  heel  of  his  boot, 
crashed  with  insulting  disdain  the  black  bear 

.   thy  escutcheon,    saying,  '  Thus    may  it  be 
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with  the  honour  of  all  who  league  with  the 
euemieB  of  Henry?'  Have  all  these  things  so 
completely  escaped  your  memory  that  you 
come  into  our  presence — the  presence  of  the 
ancient  fi-iends  of  your  father — decked  with' 
the  colours  of  that  father's  hetrayer  and  mur- 
derer, as  if  you  were  aheady  one  of  the 
coxcombs  of  his  court  I" 

The  Junker  listened  to  this  discourse  with 
a  sullen  air  ;  hut  he  who  had  tlius  addressed 
him  was  his  kinsman,  and  it  was  but  right 
that  age  and  consanguinity  should  command 
his  respect.  "  I  have  never  forgotten  my 
misfortune,"  repHed  Klaus,  iu  a  voice  choked 
by  emotion,  "  although  I  was  but  a  boy  when 
it  took  place ;  for,  immediately  afler  my  con- 
firmation, my  father  sent  me  to  the  residence 
of  Andrew  Von  Troth,  at  Schwebkc,  to  learn 
my  military  exerciars :  but  I  look  upon  that 
melancholy  event  aa  all  loyal  cavaliers  of  the 
empire  ought  to  do.  Was  it  not  a  just  and 
loyal    war,   which    Duke    Henry    carried    oa 
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sgainit  the  Bishop  of  Hildesham  ?  Wjts  i< 
not  by  the  light  of  day  that  he  planttil  his 
banner  before  the  walls  of  Hiindanick,  when 
his  culverins  put  to  flight  Mei)«ebuck  and  his 
adherents?  Dishonour  and  blame  ought  not 
to  rest  on  Prince  Henry,  but  on  the  Bishop  of 
Hildesham,  who  did  not  send  even  a  brush 
with  holy-water  to  the  succour  of  his  flotk  : 
who,  after  allowing  nine  towns  and  twenty-two 
castles  to  be  taken,  fled  himself,  like  a  haic, 
out  of  the  country,  leaving  hia  episcopal  luwn 
and  chapter-house  in  peril," 

Here  is  something  new,"  exclaimed  .\swin 

[lof  Portfeld ;  "  the  son  is  pleading  the  cause  of* 

father's  murderer !  and  even  tries  to  wash 

off  the  blood  that  stains  the  impious  hands  of 

his  enemy." 

With  a  disdainful  look,  Earner  turned 
[luckly  round  to  the  side  on  which  his  new 
assailant  had  risen :  "  As  for  you,  Seigneur 
Aswin,"  he  said  sarcastically,  "  you  surren- 
dered   your    castle    of    Woldenberg    without 
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filing  a  shot,  and,"  he  continued  in  a  diy 
tone,"  without  even  letting  the  report  of  your 
culverina  he  heard.  You  would,  therefore,  do 
-  better  not  to  give  advice  too  freely  where  ita 
worth  is  BO  well  known.  My  father  died  a 
glorious  and  noble  death,  whilst  courageously 
defending  the  gates  of  his  castle.  He  fell  by 
a  vaUant  hand,  which,  under  Henry  the  Old, 
had  distinguished  itself  in  many  battles.  In 
that  I  see  nothing  but  the  chance  of  warfare, 
which  might  have  occurred  to  the  duke  himself 
at  the  gates  of  Steinbruck,  if  my  father  had 
borne  a  better  sword.  MTien  old  Henry  had 
his  head  carried  away  by  a  cannon  shot 
before  Licorte,  no  one  thought  of  accusing 
the  brave  cannonier,  who  had  so  well  directed 
his  aim,  of  assassination." 

"  Old  Henry  was  a  severe  master," 
plied  Aswin,  "  but  he  at  all  times  respected 
chevaliers  and  ecclesiastics,  Tlie  old  Wolf 
pnmibled  and  howled  fearfully,  but  his  time- 
worn    teeth     were    incapable    of  inflicting 
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tleep  woanJ.  The  young  Wolf,  however,  bites 
firmly  and  holds  fast ;  he  will  tear  ua  piece- 
meal very  soon,  if  we  do  not  give  him 
vigorous  chase." 

"  You  need  not  be  uneasy,"  interrupted 
Rutlenherg  with  a  loud  laugh,  "  the  arrows 
of  your  archers  are  too  blunt  to  pierce  the 
skin  of  Wolfenbnttel ;  he  has  made  a  pact 
with  his  father  Satan,  and  is  invulnerable.  I 
saw  that  very  well  when  I  was  at  the  castle 
on  an  affair  relative  to  my  fief;  the  old  sene- 
schal of  the  castle  secretly  introduced  into 
the  apartments  of  the  prince  an  old  sorceress, 
who  pretended  to  have  arrived  from  Bloksberg, 
where  she  had  no  doubt  presided  at  the  dance 
of  the  witches.  This  old  broom  stick -rider  went 
by  the  name  of  Great  Mettle  of  Gandersheira, 
but  at  the  court  of  Satan  the  old  imp  no 
doubt  bore  some  other.  Is  not  the  company 
of  auch  a  sorceress  charming  society  for  a 
Duke  of  Brunswick  ?" 

"  He   fumes    of  the   beer  appear  to   have 


62 


vox    TROTH. 


mounted  into  your  bead.  Sir,"  replied  Bamer, 
ehruggiug  up  his  shouldere,  with  a  smile  com- 
pounded of  pity  and  contempt,  "otherwise  a 
man  of  your  years  would  weigh  his  words  more 
demurely.  In  my  opinion,  far  from  censuring  a 
prince  for  auch  actions,  we  ought  rather  to  praise 
him  for  never  refusing  an  audience  to  any  of  his 
subjects,  and  for  deigning  to  converse  with  the 
most  abject  amongst  them.  But  have  you  al- 
ready seen  the  devil  himself,  think  you.  Master 
Si&id,  that  you  can  recognise  bis  imps  at  the 
first  glance  ?  For  my  own  part,"  continued 
Bamer,  in  a  tone  of  raillery,  "  I  shall  never 
believe  the  existence  of  the  '  black  gentleman,' 
as  he  is  called,  till  he  tosses  me  with  his  honiB. 
But  to  return  to  Prince  Henry :  I  am  well  as- 
sured, and  all  the  army  witnessed  it  in  the  last 
campa%n  against  the  rebels,  that  he  is  more 
pious  than  we  who  are  the  Uege  vassals  of  a 
bishop." 

"  Has  he  by  chance  been  made  a  monk  ?  " 
demanded  Rauchenplatte,  laughing,     "  In  that 
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case,  perhaps,  before  ordt-ring  the  poor  wTotches 
to  be  cut  to  pieces  by  his  cuirassiers,  he  bus 
heard  their  confeEsioDB  and  granted  them  ab- 
Bolution." 

This  speech,  which  was  meant  for  wit,  and 
taken  as  such  by  most  of  those  who  heard  it, 
«xcited  a  general  laugh;  but  Klaus,  without 
being  in  the  least  disconcerted,  replied  n-ith 
dignity — 

You  have  nearly  gueeeed  it,  Seigneur  of 
Rauchenplatte  j  for  when  the  chief  of  the  rebels 
was  decapitated  at  Alukltiauseu,  at  t)ie  moment 
of  placing  his  head  upon  the  block,  the  uohapjiy 
.natic  was  seized  with  such  a  terror  of  death 
that  he  remained  motionless,  without  being  able 
-to  utter  a  word  ofprayer;  the  priest  who  attended 
him  was  equally  mute  and  bewildered,  and  the 
glittering  hatchet,  in  place  of  doing  its  duty, 
remained  fixed  in  the  hands  of  the  executioner. 
The  duke  then  advanced,  forcibly  took  the  hands 
of  the  poor  sinner,  elapsed  them  together,  and 
repeated  the  articles  of  the  Christian  faith,  with 
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a.  voice  ao  clear  and  aifecting,  that  the  hearts  of 
even  the  most  miscreant  soldiers  were  seized 
with  compunction,  and  more  than  one  eye  was 
bathed  in  tears.  Whoever,  my  lords,  thus 
solemnly  manifests  sentimenta  of  religion,  is  not 
an  ungodly  man,  much  less  an  associate  of  the 
devil." 

"  Very  orthodox,  indeed,"  exclaimed  Rutten- 
berg ;  "  it  might  be  suspected  that  he  is  prepar- 
ing to  unite  the  mitre  of  Hildesham  to  the  ducal 
crown ;  and  you  are  going,  without  douht,  to 
serve  him  at  mass,  and  solicit  for  yourself  the 
the  place  of  canon  in  his  chapter  ?" 

"  Laugh  and  jest  as  you  please,  my  lords," 
replied  Earner,  coolly,  "onlyremember  that  you 
yourselves,  a  little  later,  may  do  what  I  have 
done  to  day,  and  which  I  still  think  was  done 
properly.  My  father  reposes  in  the  silent  and 
narrow  house  of  the  dead ;  neither  violent  words 
nor  the  sword  of  vengeance  can  arouse  him. 
What  I  consider  to  he  the  duty  of  a  son,  is  to  ' 
preserve  inviolate  the  honour  of  the  name  he  has 
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Ml  tae,  and  to  revive  ihe  splendoar  and  honour 
F  his  race  by  my  couduct  in  the  precarious 
situation  in  which  I  find  myself;  being,  in  con- 
sequence of  the  bloody  quarrek  which,  as  the 
Ipn  of  a  rebel,  have  deprived  me  of  my  heritage, 
mpacitatedfrom  taking  part  in  any  honourable 
enterprise.     Tliese  considerations  have  induced 
me  to  determine  on  setting  off  to-morrow  for  the 
istie  of  Wolfenbutlel.     But  I  go  to  demand  of 
ike  Henry  the    restitution  of   that  property 
Which  the  late  of  war  placed  in  his  hands.     The 
war  which  was  commenced  by  the   Bishop  of 

^Hildesham,  and  coat  mv  father  his  life,  is  termi- 

^^■ftted.     The  emperor  has  decided  that  affair,  and 
^^B'e  are  at  present  the  vassals  of  the  Duke  of 
^^Brunswick  and  Wolfenbutcel.     I  have  given  my 
^^pew  sovereign  a  proof  that  a  German  gentleman 
knows  how  to  fulfil  his  duly,  even  when  that 
duty  is  not  agreeable  to  him.     The  brothers 
Steinberg,  Alton,  Schwiechelt,  and  Roden  re- 
pair, as  well  as  myself,  to  the  court  to  reclaim 
their  castles  of  "Waldenstein,  CokUngen,  Lauen- 


burg,  and  Papenburg.  Von  Troth,  the  grand 
marBhal  of  Brandenburg,  whose  niece,  the  beau- 
tiful Eva  Von  Troth,  is  lady  of  honour  to  the 
duchess,  has  promised  us  his  interest  on  this 
occasion.  If  you  are  wiee,  my  lords,  you  will 
follow  the  counsels  of  a  young  mau :  take  my 
advice,  saddle  your  chargers,  put  on  your  gala 
suits, and  accompany  us,  that  our  brave  Chevaliers 
of  Lower  Saxony  may  offer  again,  to  the  eyos  of 
the  court,  an  assembly  worthy  of  the  best  days  of 
the  round  table  when  my  father  was  at  your 
head.  I  believe  that  Duke  Henry  is  a  chief 
belter  desei-ving  such  noble  company  than  a 
bishop,  who,  when  danger  threatened,  thought 
only  of  taking  up  the  skirts  of  his  tunic,  and 
running  out  of  the  country  like  a  hare  pursued  i 
by  the  hounds." 

TTie  chevaliers  had  Ustened  to  this  discourse  I 
with  different  emotions.     Tlicy  looked  at  eaeb  J 
other,   as  if  to   ask  who   would  be  the  first  toj 
reply  in  a  manner  that  should  close  the  lips  G 
the  audacious  young  man,  who  had  arrogated  U 


himself  the  right  of  dictating  what  they  out  to 

■  do.     TheSeigneur  Scheiik,  of  Scliladen,  was  the 
first  to  break  silence.     He  held  out  hia  vigorous 
liand  to  Bamer,  without  a  feature  of  hia  thiu 
aud  melancholy  face  changing  its  expression  : 
I        "  Klaus,"  said  he,  "  your  principles  can  never 
^^U>e  ours  in  any  respect ;  you  calculate  with  pica- 
^^More  on  a  joyous  future,  we  look  upon  the  past 
^Hvrith  sorrow  and  melancholy.     I  foresee  that  you 
^Huc  going  to  make  an  useless  essay;  but  make 
^^it,  let  the  result  be  what  it  may,     I  will  bet  thee 
all  my  claims  on  Schladen  against  thine  on  Stein- 
bruck,  that  you  will  return  hither  with  very 
different  ideas  to  those  you  entertain  at  your  de- 
parture, and  that  in  three  days  you  will  not  talk 
as  you  have  done  among  us  to  day." 

"  I  accept  the  bet,"  exclaimed  Klaus,  striking 
the  hand  of  his  brave  cousin.  The  latter  retained 
the  hand  of  Barner  within  his,  pressed  it  tightly, 
looked  at  him  for  an  instant  with  sorrowful 
eyes,  and,  nearly  in  tears,  said,  "  Kcmember  the 
fate  of  old  llcisebuck,  my  son,  and  forget  not 


EVA   VON    TROTH. 


the  implacable  Henry  knows  well  how  to  revenge 
himself.     Not  content  with  having  set  fire  to 
the  dwelling  of  the  man  whom  he  looked  npon 
as  his  enemy,  but,  intoxicated  with  fury,  he 
returned,  like  a  wolf  as  he  is,  to  satiate  hia 
rage  on  the  ruins,  and  install  himself  and  hia 
agents  in  the  devastated  castle   of  Mebebuck. 
'  Carnivorous  beast !'   said  Meisebuck  to  himj 
'  thou  dost  not  belie  thy  race ;  the  odour  of   , 
blood  ever  attracts  thee  r  hast  thou  come  here 
again   for  mine?'     These    bitter  words    were 
punished ;  the  ferocious  vanquisher  ordered  the  | 
armorial  bearings  of  his  enemy  to  be  destroyed,  | 
and  pursued  the   unfortunate    man,  with  his  I 
archers,  from  villi^e  to  village,  and  forest  to  j 
forest,  until  at  last  the  fugitive,  reduced  to  beg  1 
his  bread,  passed  the  frontiers,  where  doubtlesg  \ 
he  died   from   misery :    for  he  has   not  been  f 
spoken  of  for  a  long  time.   One  piece  of  advice, 
young    man!     Never    part  with    the  poniard 4 
of  thy  father,  which  I  now  aee  in  thy  belt)  I 
because  he  who  enters   the  den  of  the  "Wolf  J 
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CHAPTER  Vn. 


It  was  one  of  the  most  smiling  mornings  of  I 
spring ;  day -break  displayed  the  superb  towers  | 
of  Brunswick,  and  threw  her  ndld  glimmering  I 
light  on  the  high  gable  end  of  the  house  of  I 
Master  Nettebeck;  who,  notwithstanding  the! 
early  hour,  had  already  risen,  and  was  Btanding,'! 
with  his  daughter  before  the  door  of  his  houaei.1 
They  were  both  silenlly  observing  the  groomi'l 
busily  employed  with  several  beautiful  steedl^'l 
some  of  which  were  already  saddled,  and,  at- J 
tached  by  their  bridles  to  the  rings  in  thfti 
wall,  awaiting  the  arrival  of  their  masters',  1 
neighing,  pawing,  and  respiring  the '  fresh  aitf-'l 
uf  the  morniug.     The  groom  of  Junker  Bamerj 
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led  out  of  tlie  court-yard,  with  all  possible 
precaudon,  the  fiery  courser  hie  master  had 
^Lpurchased  the  evening  before;  for  fear,  in  his 
^Kpnpetuoeity,  he  should  break  the  portal  leading 
^Hijkto  the  street,  as  he  had  done  that  of  the 
^Ltable. 

^*  A  few  minutes  afterwards  Earner  made  his 
appeaiance.  He  seized  the  hands  of  the  father 
and  daughter,  who  were  standing  aim-in-arm 
with  their  backs  towards  him,  and  said,  in  a 
gay  tone,  "  Adieu,  godfather;  adieu,  my  little 

kusin;  in  eight  days,  at  the  furthest,  I  hope 
see  you  again — until  when  may  you  enjoy 
good  health,  father  Nettebeck,  and  you  also, 
my  dear  Justa !  God  grant  that  I  may  return 
with  honour  and  satisfaction,  and  that  my  dear 
and  good  cousin  may  have  occasion  to  fulfill 
her  promise,  as  regards  the  management  of 
my  household  concerns  at  Sleinbruck  —  you 
_ understand  me?  Adieu,  then,  till  we  meet 
^ain !"  Whilst  speaking,  he  pressed  the  hand 
f  Nettebeck,  kissed  the  forehead  of  Justa,  and 
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then  hurried  to  his  horse.     At  the  moment  t 
mounting  he  bowed  hastily,   and  at  the  sai 
time  3  deep  blush  suffused  his  catmtenaDce|| 
but  it  passed  rapidly  away,  and  he  sprang  v 
agility  on   the   hack   of  his  heautiful  i 
His  conipauions  had  already  mounted,  and  thel 
little    troop    croseed    the    market-pkce,     and! 
directed     their    course    towards     Port     Saint  I 
Egidiusthore,    which     at    present    bears    the-f 
name  of  Fort  Augustus. 

Justa,  whose  eyes  had  watched  every  motion 
of  Earner,  from  the  moment  of  his  adieu,  to 
that  when  be  disappeared  iirom  her  sight,  had 
well  observed  his  confused  and  transient  blush. 
She  threw  herself,  pale  and  trembling,  into  the 
arms  of  her  father,  and  looking  in  his  face, 
with  eyes  Elled  with  tears,  said,  in  a  low 
and  timid  voice,  "  He  has  gone !  gone  I  and 
for  ever !  Ah  !  it  is  finished  I  I  see  now  that 
he  loves  me  not!  He  has  never  loved  me." 
—  Her  father,  alarmed  at  this  sudden  burst 
of  emotion,  endeavoured  by   every  means   to 
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calm  and  console  her.  "  Ah !  he  Is  lost  to 
me!"  she  said,  shaking  her  head;  "  he  flies 
joyously  to  see  Einother  more  beloved!  I  can 
no  longer  doubt  it  t  On  stooping  to  ar- 
range his  stirrup,  the  glove  of  a  female,  richly 
embroidered  with  silver,  fell  from  liia  bosom; 
he  took  it  up  with  the  eagerness  of  one  afraid 
of  losing  a  treasure,  and  blushing,  sbly  hid  il 
again  in  his  breast;  he  did  not  even  observe 
that  I  perceived  him,  so  much  was  he  occu- 
pied. Ah !  my  father,"  continued  the  weeping 
girl,  "  why,  if  he  did  not  love  me — if  he  could 
not  love  me  —  why  throw  this  cruel  bnuid 
into  my  peaceful  and  defenceless  heart  ?  Alas ! 
are  all  men  then,  as  Dame  Potentia  represents 
them,  false  and  deceptive '!  If  so,  what  will 
become  of  me  ?" 

"  Thou  hast  a  tender  father,  my  Justa," 
replied  the  old  man  feelingly,  although  his 
forehead  was  more  gloomy  than  usual;  "  that 
is  what  thou  must  never  doubt,  and  a  support 
thou  canst  always  depend  on.     If  this  young 
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man  had  never  seen  but  the  towers  of  Stein- 
bruck,  or  the  gates  of  Brunawick ,-  if  the  house 
of  his  godfather,  where  his  youth  found  an 
asylum  after  the  loss  of  his  porentB  and  his 
fortune,  had  been  considered  by  him  aa  a 
place  worthy  a  young  noble  deprived  of  his 
heritage,  then  he  would  have  remained,  as  he 
was  in  those  days  when  you  played  together, 
the  good,  the  candid,  the  jovial  Klaus  Bamer. 
His  father,  in  former  days,  to  give  me  a  proof 
of  his  friendship  and  good-will,  wished  me 
to  become  the  godfather  of  his  Bon.  In  his 
infancy  he  frequently  visited  our  house,  and 
called  thee  his  cousin,  by  which  title  he  still 
addresses  thee.  I  never  opposed  it ;  for  I  have 
loved  him  lite  my  own  child.  Had  it  not  been_ 
for  this  cursed  campaign,  where  the  young 
has  felt  his  spurs,  he  would  still  have  been 
the  same  ;  but  these  grand  Seigneurs  Von 
Troth  have  filled  his  head  with  pride.  God 
grant  that  he  may  not  lose  his  senses  in  the 
whirlpool,  and  be  precipitated  into  the  gulf  of 
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perdition !  The  lady's  embroidered  glove, 
the  soaring  ambition  of  the  young  man,  and 
his  cold  and  shght  adieu,  all  combined,  do  not 
give  me  the  slightest  uneasiness,  because  a 
noble  bird  vriU  always  return  to  his  quarry ; 
and  I  am  certain  he  already  regrets  the  plumes 
which  his  vain  attempt  will  cost  him :  but  that 
he  will  return  worthy,  my  Justa  this  it  is  tliat 
causes  my  inquietude.  —  In  truth,"  resumed 
the  kind  father,  after  a  moment's  silence, 
during  which  he  had  continued  to  look  with 
sorrow  on  the  poor  girl,  who,  with  eyes  bathed 
in  tears,  remained  sobbing  in  his  arms,  "  in 
truth,  notwithstanding  the  affection  I  bear  for 
this  Earner,  I  believe  1  should  prefer  that  he 
woidd  never  again  set  foot  in  this  place,  if 
his  presence  is  to  cause  so  much  sorrow  and 
chagrin  to  the  heart  of  my  sweet  girl!" 

These  words  recalled  Justa  to  herself;  she 
wiped  away  her  tears;  and  crossing  her  arms 
over  her  oppressed  bosom,  "  My  kind  father, 
do  not,"  she  said  with  confidence,  "  torment 
b3 
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yourself  with  my  chagrin.  He  will  return; 
he  must  come  back !  What  will  become  of 
Justa  if  he  returns  not  ?  if  Bhe  does  not  become 
his  ?  Believe  me,  my  father,  he  will  return 
again,  worthy  the  love  of  all  of  us!"  Her 
father  shook  his  head  mournfully,  and  re- 
entered the  house. 

"  Oh !   that  he  may  return,"  fervently  ex- 
claimed the  enthusiastic  but  Borrowiul  damsel, 
when    left    alone    in    the    court-yard,     "  even 
should  the   unfoitunate   Justa  have  much    to 
pardon  him.     "Did  not  our  Saviour,  when  i 
the    cross,    also    pardon?     Yes,   let  him 
come  back   to   me,   he  shaU  find  both  pardoi 
and  consolation  near  this   faithful  heart.     Mji^ 
prayers  shall  effece  all  the  faults  of  his  worldl 
life,  for  which  my  father  has   excited  so  i 
dcnly  my  feara!"     She  sighed  deeply,   threW 
»  last  lingering  look  towards  the  gateway  whent'l 
her  lover  had  disappeared,  and,   hastening   ' 
her  chamber,  resumed  her  distaff 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 


3he  Junker,  meanvbilc,  unconsciouB  that  he 
3  the  object  of  sentiments  so  generous  aud 
tender,  traversed,  with  far  diifcrent  feelings, 
the  beautiful  country  which  separated  the  town 
of  Brunswick  from  tliat  of  Wolfenbuttel ;  his 
mettled  courser,  though  fresh  from  grass,  was 
yet  untractable,  from  having  been  but  a  short 
time  in  training,  and  gave  a  great  deal  of 
trouble  to  the  cavalier,  obliging  him  to  he 
continually  on  his  guard,  and  to  keep  in  the 
rear  of  hia  companions.  The  Barons  Von 
Schwiechalt,  Von  Reden,  and  Von  Troth  were 
engaged  in  deep  and  interesting  conversation 
Ion  the  terrible  events  of  the  preceding  year ; 
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the  war  of  Hildesham;  that  of  the  rebel  pea- 
sants ;  the  progress  of  the  Reformation,  which 
Martin  Luther,  the  bold  monk  of  Witlemberg, 
had  undertaken,  and  the  principles  of  which 
had  spread,  like  fire  among  autumnal  heather, 
over  all  the  north  of  Germany.  These  dif- 
ferent subjects  so  entirely  engi-ossed  the  atten- 
tion of  the  chevaliers,  that  they  did  not  observe 
the  absence  of  their  young  companion,  who 
being,  from  the  rcstiveness  of  his  steed,  unable 
to  join  them,  was  at  some  distance  behind  with 
his  faithful  valet.  J 

The  fields  of  unripe  com,  then  in  full  ver- 
dure, promised  a  rich  harvest ;  others,  resplen- 
dent Tiith  flowers,  breathed  delicioua  perfume 
into  the  air;  whilst  a  warm  sun  gilded  the 
plain,  and  a  gentle  breeze  re&esbed  the  way- 
farer, and  gave  animation  to  the  com,  I 
flowers,  and  the  umbrageous  trees.  The  Junkflt 
however,  was  haraseed,  not  alone  by  the  ouvj 
vettings  of  Us  unruly  courser ;  there  was  t 
within  him  which  tormented  his  heart  and  i 
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flamed  his  blood  more  '^g"  the  wtnth  of  the 

sun  or  equestrian  exercdae.     It  «sa  boC  nerelj' 

the  honours  of  duvaliy,  tn  the  ratitatun  of 

the  rights  and  possetsuHu  of  his  a&coton,  thai 

urged  forward  the  ardent  yonng  nuoi.     Betan 

that  brilliant  oih  had  ran  his  coone,  he  h<^ied 

^Htat  find  at  the  court  of  Henry  a  sweeter  and 

^^Hearer  treasure.     This  object  it  was  that  occu- 

^^bied  bis  thoughts,  and  made  him  Eit  ill  at  ease 

^H^  bis  saddle ;  bat  as  if  this  were  not  tnffident, 

certain    significant   remarks,   which    had    that 

morning  escaped  the  lips  of  his  valet,  recurred 

at  this  moment  to  his  memorr,  and  added  still 

more  to  the  anxiety  and  emotion  of  his  mind. 

The  love  of  the  beautiful  Justa  bad  not  re- 
mained so  much  concealed  as  that  i^iaste  maiden 
imagined.  At  that  period,  more  than  in  the 
present]  servants  formed,  in  some  degree,  a 
part  of  the  family,  and  the  confidence  of  the 
mistress  was  the  recompense  of  long  and  faith- 
ful  services.     Dame   Potentia,  whose    tongue 
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would  have  perished  had  it  lacked   exercd 
had  more  than  once  solaced  her  heart  on  t 
subject,   by   confiding  her   secret  thoughts  i 
her   &vourite    domestic,  'the     foster-sister    of] 
Earner's  valet,  a  damsel,  who,  thinldiig  to  i 
a  good  part  by  forwarding  an  affair  which  shtt 
considered   so   agreeable   to   her  mistress,  had  I 
several  times  hinted,  rather  unambiguously, 
her  brother,  Justa's  love  for  Klaus,   knowii^ 
that  the  former  reported  all  he  heard  to  thej 
Junker,    whose    apparent    indecision    greatlm 
irritated  the  impatience  of  Dame  Potentia. 

The  prating  of  the  valet,  though  well  meantp 
cleared  the  film  from  the  eyes  of  Earner.     Foi 
the  first  time  he  reflected  on  the    lively  and! 
agreeable  impression    Justa    had   made    upoill 
him  on  his  arrival  at  her  father's  house,  wheii,T 
by  the   cruelty  of  Duke  Henry,  he  had  been 
deprived  of  his  natural  asylum,  and  driven  to 
seek  refuge  with  his  excellent  godfather.     His  J 
troubled  conscience  then  reproached  him  witb'-J 
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laving,  by  some  eqaivocal,  and,  peHopa,  loo 
bender   expressions,    afforded  groooda   for  ihe 

r  of  ttat  innocent  girl. 

The  more  he  interrogated  hi«  own  heart,  the 

lore  he  was  compelled  to  aTow  that,  oftener 

1  once,  he  had  expressed  the  wish  of  finding 

L  wife  resembling  her;  more  than  once,  too, 

■from   the   window    of  the  room   he  occupied 

trhen  in  the   house  of  Master  Nettebcck,  he 

lad  attentively  watched  her  motionB.     In  the 

evening,  too,  he   had  often   surprised   himstlf 

casting  his  eyes  on  that  side  where  he  had  seen 

ier  kneel  and  pray  with  devotion  and  fervour, 

—perhaps  for  him !     These  remembrances   of 

3ie  past,  that  of  her  mild  and  lovely  counie- 

;,  and  of  her  eyes  clouded  by  an  involun- 

f  tear  at  the  moment  of  their  last  adieu,  all 

ished  upon  his  mind ;  and,  ravishing  as  were 

ike  hopes  which  for  a  long  time  had  held  his 

soul  captive,  he  could  not  entirely  banish  from 

his  thoughts  the  image   of  the  amiable  Justa, 

•  misled  by  too  flattering  appearances.     Captivat- 


82  EVA    VON    TROTH. 

ing,  however,  as  was  that  beauty,  so  modest 
and  simple,  it  n'as  neveitheless  compelled  to 
relinquish  iU  place  to  the  more  brilliant  vision 
of  the  noble  lady  of  his  thoughts.  This  pas- 
sion held  such  sway  over  him,  that,  for  het 
sake,  he  forgot  the  murder  of  iaa  ikther,  anA 
the  hatred  he  bore  to  a  new  master ;  and  joy- 
fully hastened  to  beg  as  a  favour  the  patrimony 
of  his  forefathers,  which  the  enemy  of  h» 
family  had  wrenched  from  him  by  unjut 
violence. 

A  year  had  now  nearly  elapsed  since  Klan^ 
who  was  at  that  time  passing  some  months  at 
the  castle  of  the  Grand  Marshal  of  Branden- 
burg, Andrew  Von  Troth,  with  his  frieadt 
Adam  and  Tilen  Von  Troth,  saw  for  the  first 
time  the  sister  of  the  latter,  the  beaatiiiil  Eva, 
then  on  a  visit  to  her  uncle.  The  fortune 
Eva's  father  had  been  exhausted  by  the  war^ 
his  sons,  by  their  valour  and  noble  alliances, 
were  likely  to  revive  the  ancient  splendour  d 
their  house ;   but  his  daughter   was   only  re- 
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krded,  according    to    the  feudal 

i  times,  as  a  portionlesa  young  lady,  Eva 
was  naturally  lively,  ambitious,  and  ardent ;  she 
■was  sensible  of  her  want  of  fortune,  but  she 
calculated  on  the  future.  During  a  visit  she 
made  to  Wolfenbuttel,  she  had  been  presented 
to  the  PrincesB  Maria  of  Wurtemberg.  the 
spouse  of  Duke  Henry.  Her  beauty,  and  the 
natural  grace  of  her  deportment,  made  a  lively 
impression  on  the  duchess;  yet,  notwithstandinit, 
the  latter,  without  assigning  any  reason  for  not 
attaching  her  to  her  person,  allowed  her  to 
jetum  to  the  solitary  castle  of  her  father,  but 
t  without  some  slight  hopes  that  one  day  or 
liier  she  might  be  recalled. 

1  entire  year  passed  away  without  anything 
BGurring  to  realize  the  hopes  of  the  impatient 
,  or  confirm  the  ambitious  dreams  she  had 
idled.  She  accompanied  her  brothers  iu  the 
mual  visit  they  were  accustomed  to  make  to 
leir  uncle,  the  Grand  Marshal,  during  the 
luting   season ;   and  it  was  on  one  of  those 


i  thiit  the  Junker  first  saiv  her;  and 
she  had  acquired  over  hiin  an  ascendancy 
which  changed  altogether  the  destiny  of  Klaus. 
Eva  Von  Troth  was  then  in  die  bloom  of  her 
beauty;  a  voluptuous  grace  was  in  all  her 
movements  ;  a  peculiar  vivacity  of  mind,  united 
to  a  warm  imagination,  gave  attractions  to  the 
maiden  that  fascinated  the  eye  of  the  most 
indifferent  heholder.  The  Grand  Marshal,  who 
was  particularly  attached  to  Eva,  had  had  two 
full  length  portraits  of  her  taken ;  in  one  of 
which  she  was  represented  as  habited  for  the 
chase  j  a  large  greyhound,  which  she  caressed, 
leaned  its  head  familiarly  on  the  lap  of  the 
beautiful  huntress.  The  mild  and  brilliant 
eyes  of  light  hazel  were  fixed  on  the  animal, 
and  her  head  a  little  inclined;  her  beautiful 
golden  hair  fell  in  luxuriant  curls  on  her  swell- 
ing bosom,  whilst  her  small  and  well-formed 
mouth  was  adorned  by  a  lovely  smile.  In  the 
portrait,  taken  by  an  Itahan  painter,  she  was 
dressed,  according  to  the  fashion  of  the  court  of 
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that  period,  in  a  robe  of  dark  velvet  with  ample 
'  sleeves,  the  body  of  which  was  tight,  and  en- 
riched by  bands  of  gold,  and  a  handkerchief  of 
_  rich  lace  covered  a  back  and  shoulders  of  cx- 
toiiisite  beauty;  a  valuable  necklace  of  pearls. 
ike  gift  of  the  duchess,  ornamented  her  neck  ; 
rher  hair  was  tied  very  low  at  the  back  of  her 
[  head,  and  a  profusion  of  curls,  which  covered 
I  her  ears,  gave  to  her  charmiDg  physiognomy  an 
[.infantile  appearance,  which  rendered  her  beauty 
[  still  more  attractive. 

As  the  painter  had  represented  her  in  the 
L  latter  portrait,  such  did  she  appear  to  the  eyes 
[  of  Earner,  when,  for  the  first  time,  he  beheld 
Llier  at  a  fSte  given  by  the  Grand  Marshal  to  all 
lithe  nobles  of  the  environs.     And  when  that 
■lovely  girl  fixed  her  sweet  eyes  upon  Earner, 
I  was  introduced  by  her  brothers,  and  re- 
wmmended  as  their  best  firiend,  that  look  so 
powerful  and  fidl  of  prestige,  sunk  to  the  bot- 
tom of  bis  heart ;  and  during  the  following  days, 
!  grace  and   elegance   of  her  manner,   that 


mixture   of  finesse   and  ingenuousneBS,   whicit 

were  the  principle  traits  of  her  mind,  achieved 
the  conquest  her  first  glauces  had  commenced. 

Much  as  thia  young  coquette  was  accustomed 
to  homage  more  flattering  to  vanity  than  that  of 
a  young,  inexperienced,  and  artless  man  like 
Klaus  Earner,  yet  the  tribute  the  Junker 
paid  to  her  beauty  was  not  without  charms. 
During  hie  stay  at  the  castle,  she  gave  every 
encouragement  to  his  love,  and,  either  &om 
affection  or  coquetry,  bestowed  upon  him  more 
than  one  token  of  her  regard.  Perhaps, moved 
by  a  passion  deUcate  as  sincere,  she  would  have 
relinquished  her  arabitiouB  dreams,  and  con- 
sidered herself  happy  in  being  his,  had  not  a 
message  from  the  duchess,  calling  her  to  court, .. 
revived  all  her  former  projects.  The  vain  and 
giddy  Eva  then  saw  only  the  splendid  perspec- 
tive that  opened  before  her — like  a  young  gid 
who,  preparing  for  a  ball,  rejects  the  wild- 
flowers  she  had  culled  in  her  walk,  she  dis- 
dained a  humble  though  faithful  lover.     It  wa» 
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said,  however,  that  it  was  not  without  some 
feeling  of  sorrow  that  thja  new  lady  of  honour 
separated  from  him  by  whom  she  was  so 
tenderly  beloved.  Had  she  any  presentiment 
of  the  destiny  that  awaited  her,  or  was  her 
heart  agitated  by  tenderness  and  regret  ? 
Whatever  it  may  have  been,  it  is  said  the  kisa 
she  imprinted  on  the  Kpa  of  the  Junker  at 
the  moment  of  parting,  was  more  warm  and 
impassioned  than  even  German  manners  per- 
mitted at  that  period. 

Bamer,  intoxicated  with  love  and  grief,  ob- 
served only  the  sadness  of  that  look,  felt  only 
the  sweetness  of  Eva's  kiss,  A  new  career, 
from  that  moment,  presented  itself  to  the  eyes 
of  the  young  man;  his  ambition,  until  then 
without  an  object,  took  a.  definite  form.  It 
iTvas  for  Eva  Von  Troth  that  he  abjured  the 
hatred  he  bore  Duke  Henry.  In  thinking  of 
Eva,  of  the  means  to  render  her  happy,  he 
found  it  no  longer  humiliating  to  court  the 
favour    of  his    father's    murderer.     In   fact,   it 
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was  to  become  her  recognised  cavalier  that  he 
turned  his  steps  towards  that  court  of  Wolfen- 
buttel,  which  most  of  the  cavaliers  of  Lower 
Saxony  looked  upon  as  the  den  of  the  lion,  the 
abode  of  a  new  Nebuchadnezzar.  The  hope 
of  beholding  her  again  banished  from  his 
bosom  all  sorrowftd  thoughts.  Even  those  he 
had  so  recently  entertained  for  the  tender 
Justa,  in  spite  of  all  her  claims  to  his  esteem 
and  affection,  were  entirely  effaced  from  a 
heart  which  had  delivered  itself  up  to  an  im- 
petuous love. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 


The  first  part  of  the  journey,  of  which  the 
last  chapter  was  intended  to  give  an  account, 
traversed    an    extensive    plain,    and    may    bo 

considered   by  the   reader  as    already   accom- 

^^  plished.     The  young  traveller,  finding  luniself 

^Bio  much  nearer  to  the  object  of  his  worship, 

^Htidiilst   recalling   a  thousand  pleasing   remeni- 

^Hluances,  and  nursing  the  most  smiling  hopes, 

^Vvought  anxiously  in  the  horizon,  through   the 

mist   of  the   morning,  for    the   distant    Kartz 

mountains,  and    the    elevated  summit   of  the 

Brocken;  he  had   passed  the  little   village   of 

Melerode,   and    entered   a   small    wood    which 

■  intersected    the    road.      Here    the    birch    and 
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alder  trees  offered  a  re&eshing  ehade  to  the 
young  cavalier;  his  forehead  became  cooler, 
and  he  respired  more  freely;  but  the  branches, 
which  in  many  places  overhimg  the  road, 
greatly  annoyed  his  spirited  steed,  and  rendered 
it  necessary,  on  his  part,  to  exercise  consider- 
able caution  as  well  as  dexterity  to  avoid 
danger. 

Suddenly,  and  at  a  moment  when  Bamer 
least  expected  it,  his  horse  made  a  rapid 
bound,  and  reared  on  hia  hind  legs  with  such 
force,  that  the  girths  of  the  saddle  gave  way. 
The  cavalier  had  then  no  means  of  saving 
himself,  but  by  promptly  leaping  to  the  groundj 
and  it  required  all  the  strength  of  his  arm  to 
retain,  by  the  bridle,  his  startled  courser. 

Klaus  looked  around  him  to  discover  the 
cause  of  thb  sudden  alarm,  and  perceived 
within  a  short  distance  of  the  place  where  he 
stood,  and  where  the  road  was  extremely 
narrow,  a  strange  figure,  which  had  risen 
suddenly  from  the   bottom  of  the   ditch,   and 
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irbidi  bdd  ooC  ita  nu  i>  if  bMb^h 
t  toc  none  6on  |b  iw  i  <  wig. 
When  dw  latter,  howmcr,  kid  bee^n 
fahle,  and  tike  Jnnker,  with  Ik  «1  tf  b  « 
had  repaired  the  i 
the  object  which' bad  t 
the  figaie  still  ■ 
place;  but  at  thefint  ^baoe  he  ikcw  «■  Aai 
ahtgnlar  and  fiigtilfitl  appatilMB,  he  beesMc 
nearty  as  moch  agibrted  ai  h>  haaie  had  bei^ 
a  few  MJnnteK  bdorei 


tbu  ntf  bva^  bem^.  Wm  fignc^  richeagh 
tall,  was  gready  bent,  etths  I7  age  w  the 
cares  of  life;  on  hu  feet,  d  bM  Ae  aote  ^ 
which  were  naked  and  bieedng  fan  ihe 
thorns  and  briara  of  the  bntL,  wtn  •  pav  «f 
mieerable  sandak;  a  large  bat  Bade  ol  tM, 
bat  pierced  in  erery  part  wkh  hole*,  cavend 
iaa  bead ;  hb  face  wa>  neaify  bnjed  ia  a  loa^ 
bnsby  beard;  hia  breaat,  qaile  expoaed,  waa 
deeply  BonbonU,  whilst  his  hoQow  cporhhaf 
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eyes,  tbe   expression   of   which   was  horrible, 
shot  forth  from  above  this  satanic  mask,  looks 
which  were  sufficient  to  make  the  stoutest  man 
tremble.     The  angry  words  which  Klaus   was 
about  to  utter  expired  on  his  lips;  bis  heart 
was  agitated,   and  bis  uplifted  arm  remained 
as   motionless  as  a  sign-post  destined  to  indi- 
cate to  travellers   their  route.     The  unknown 
raised  in  air  his  lank  bony  arm,  which  held  a 
thick  knotty  stick  ;  bis  eyes  rolled  terribly  in 
tbeir   sockets ;   and   from  his    toothless  mouth 
there  issued,  in  a  solemn  and  lugubrious  tone, 
like  that  of  a  voice  from  the  bottom  of  a  sepul- 
chre, the  following  words : — "  Son  of  a  father  J 
unworthily  assassinated,  this   road  conducts  to«l 
the  town  of  Nebuchadnezzar !     What  wouldst  I 
thou  there  ?   Wouldst  thou  throw  down  tbe  idol  J 
of  Dagon  like  tbe  young  Daniel  ?  or  have  the  1 
allurements  of  an  unworthy  love  changed  thy 
heart  ?     Return,  rash  youth !    Return,  I  com- 
mand thee !    let  my  voice  warn   tbee  of  thy 
destiny!     A  loathsome  worm  preys  upon  the.- 
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flower  thou  cherishest!  Wouldst  thou  water 
,  with  thy  blood,  that  it  may  flourish  with 
Jtreater  luxuriance  ?" 

At    this    strange     hara.ngue,     Earner     was 

thunderstruck;   but    collecting   his   ideas,    he 

exclaimed,  "Just  Heaven!  is  it  you,  Meis?" 

^^B^The    spectre,  interrupting   him,    shook    his 

^^■Kad  in  such  a  manner  as  rendered  the  Junker 

^^Botally  silent. 

^^B  "  Take  care  of  thyself!"  he  said  angrily: 
*•  1  am  dead  to  the  world — if  thou  utterest  the 
name  I  formerly  bore,  the  savage  archers  of 
Wolfenbuttel  will  hunt  me  even  to  my  tomb ! 
KtauB,  I  once  more  forewarn  thee,  enter  not 
the  den  of  the  Wolf;  that  which  thou  seekest 
r  is  poison  to  the  son  of  Steinbruck."  Saj-ing 
vhicb,  he  cast  on  the  young  man  an  angry 
ted  gloomy  look,  aud  then  striding  hastily 
|iway,  disappeared  like  a  phantom  in  the 
ibyrinths  of  the  wood. 
The  now  pensive  Earner  followed  the 
Receding    form  with    his  eyes    till    it    was    no 
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longer  visible,  then  striking  his  forehead, 
''  Psha ! "  exclaimed  he,  in  a  tone  of  mingled 
contempt  and  carelessness,  "  he  speaks  but 
like  others:  his  misfortunes  have  rendered 
him  unjust." 

Immediately  afterwards  he  was  on  the  back 
of  his  courser  pursuing  his  journey;  yet  his 
eyes  no  longer  wandered,  as  before,  over  the 
beauties  of  nature,  but  remained  fixed  on  the 
silvery  mane  of  his  horse;  the  words  of  the 
old  prophet  having,  to  a  high  degree,  excited 
inquietude  on  more  than  one  subject,  in  the 
tender  and  impassioned  heart  of  the  young 
cavalier. 
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CHAPTER  X. 

As  Klaus  Bamer  emerged  from  the  wood, 
Wolfenbuttel,  with  her  high^ramparts  and  forti- 
fied castle^  broke  on  his  sight.  The  wooded 
summits  of  the  Asse  rose  behind  the  town ;  the 
vast  space,  covered  at  the  present  day  with  gar- 
dens and  country  houses,  was  then  an  immense 
green  prairie,  which  served  as  pasturage,  broken 
only  by  a  few  clumps  of  trees,  the  remains  of  an 
ancient  forest,  under  which  the  shepherds  of 
the  environs  were  accustomed  at  noon-day  to 
collect  their  flocks.  The  tranquil  and  smiling 
prospect  roused  the  young  man  from  his  reverie ; 
and  throwing  a  glance  over  the  plain,  he  distin- 
guished, at  a  considerable  distance,  the  plumes 
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of  hia  companiona,  who,  having  taken  a  differ- 
ent road,  were  a  good  way  in  advance.  He  had 
put  his  horse  into  a  gallop  with  the  intention  of 
rejoining  them,  when  a  dreadful  cry,  which  arose 
from  the  middle  of  the  prairie,  attracted  his 
attention. 

A  sliepherd  with  dishevelled  hair,  without  hat 
or  crook,  and  with  horror  in  his  countenance, 
ran  towards  him,  uttering  agonizing  cries  of 
"  Help !  help  !  a  mad  wolf !  OW  my  poor  flock  1 
the  wolf!  the  wolf'!"'  Close  at  his  heels  waa  s 
large  black  dog,  which,  like  his  master,  mani- 
fested every  symptom  of  fear,  stopping  from  time  < 
to  time,  and  howling  plaintively ;  then,  with 
drooping  tail  and  ears,  again  setting  oS  at  full  J 
speed.  At  a  httle  distance  was  seen  the  scared 
flock  making  oif  in  different  directions, 
mothers  hleating  for  their  young,  whilst  the  shrill ' 
and  mournful  cries  of  the  lender  younglings 
responded  to  that  of  their  dams.  Klaus  then 
observed  on  the  plain,  several  of  these  poor  crea- 
tures mangled  and  bloody;  but  the  wolf,  thflj 
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author  of  all  the  mischief,  was  nowhcn  to  he 
seen.  Af^r  a  short  iaterral,  another  Umentabl« 
shriek  reached  the  ear  of  Klaus ;  it  proceedetl 
from  a  part  covered  with  alder  and  other  tree*. 
The  bold  horsemaQ  put  spurs  to  hia  steed,  and 
galloped  in  the  directioa  of  the  sound.  On  ar- 
^vicg  near  the  spot,  his  career  was  intercepted 
1^  a  ditch,  which  it  was  impossible  to  pass  with 
Tiis  horse.  Klaus  quickly  dismounted,  parsed 
the  fosse,  and  succeeded  in  penetrating  through 
the  trees  and  thick  brushwood.  Good  hcavens. 
what  a  scene  then  presented  itself.  Two  females, 
and  some  valets  in  the  court  livery,  were  flying 
like  the  shepherd  'on  the  plain ;  on  the  grass 
ij  extended  a  lady  quite  senseless,  whilst  ano- 
ther, much  younger,  with  auburn  tresses,  whom 
Bamer,  perhaps  from  instinct,  recognised  on  the 
first  look  as  the  hcloyed  of  his  heart,  leaned  over 
her  noble  mistress,  uttering  cries  of  alarm  and 
horror.  Bamer  threw  a  rapid  look  around  him, 
and  like  all  military  men  in  the  moment  of  dan- 
VOL.   I.  t 
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ger,  seized  promptly  Ms  sword  in  one  hand,  i 
wiUi  the  other  drew  his  poniard  from  its  eheat 
Scarcely  had  he  done  so,  ere  the  wolf,  which  h 
caused  such  terror,  aiTived  on  the  spot,  c 
in  his  mouth  a  strangled  lamb.     At  the  sight  a 
an  enemy,  who  was  prepared  to  dispute  with  h 
the  passage,  the  fierce  animal  quitted  hia  pn 
and,  with  open  mouth  and  tongue  covered  by  d 
blood  with  which  )ie  had  just  quenched  his  thirst, 
sprang  upon  Earner.     The  attack  was  terrible ; 
but  danger  doubled  the  strength  and  agility  a 
the  young  soldier,  who  received  his  assailant  d 
the  hilt  of  his  sword,  which,  having  a  baaki 
handle,  preserved  at  the  moment  his  right  ha 
from  the  sharp  teeth  of  the  animal.     Althcn 
staggering  under  the  violence  of  the  shock,  i 
wounded  by  the  claws  of  the  wolf,  Barner  * 
ceeded  with  his  left  hand  in  burying  hia  short 
poniard  in  the  throat  of  the  beast ;  which,  mor- 
tally wounded,  redoubled  its  efforts  to  obta 
revenge,  and  bit,  conTxtlsively,  the  hand  c 
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enemy  through  the  handle  of  tho  Bword;  then, 
instantly  falling  to  the  ground,  the  Junker  was 
I  enabled  to  put  an  end  to  its  existence. 

A  few  minutes  had  sufficed  for  the  accomplish- 

I  ment  of  all  this.     The  acarf  of  Klaus,  stained 

I  with  blood,   and  rent  in  pieces,    strewed  the 

L  ground ;  the  handle  of  his  sword  was  destroyed 

L  by  the  teeth  of  the  wolf,  whose  fangs  having 

penetrated  his  leather   gauntlet,  had  severely 

lacerated  Banier's  hand.     Heedless  of  these  dia- 

'  asters,  Klaus  returned  to  the   femaies,  whose 

I  lives  his  courage  and  presence  of  mind  had  prc- 

i  Berved.     The  one  was  Mary  of  Wirtemberg,  the 

L  wife  of  Duke  Henry,  the  other  the  beautiful 

^  Eva  Von  Troth.     At  this  unexpected  interyiew, 

Klaus  bent  his  knees  before  the  lovely  girl,  who 

still  continued  to  utter  plaintive  cries,  and  to 

hide  her  face  with  her  hands.  "Have  courage,  my 

beloved  Eva,"  said  he,  "  the  wolf  is  destroyed, 

and  you  aie  free  fcom  danger.     This  meeting," 

he  continued,  his  eyes  beaming  with  joy,  "  has 

been  ord^ned  by  Providence.      Yes;  heaven 
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smileB  on  our  lore,  smce  it  has  granted  me  the  i 
happiness  of  becoming  your  preserver !" 

At  the  sound  of  his  well-ltnown  voice,  she  I 
started,  raised  her  head,  and  looked  around ;  but  I 
observing  the  wolf  still  struggling  in  the  agonies  J 
of  death,  she  arose  in  terror,  and  placed  herself  i 
behind  her  mistress,  who  still  continued  inseu-  | 
sible  of  what  was  passing.  "  Endeavour  to  j 
reanimate  the  duchess,"  besought  Earner,  "I  I 
cannot  give  you  any  assistance  at  this  moment,  I 
for  my  hands  are  bathed  in  blood."  Eva, 
boldened,  cast  an  enquuing  glance  on  her  J 
liberator,  and  her  face,  before  a  deadly  pale^J 
was  suddenly  suffused  with  deep  ciimson;  then  J 
kneeling  down,  she  raised  the  head  of  theJ 
duchess,  and  placed  it  on  her  palpitating  bosom.  \ 

"Junker  Earner,"  she  inuimurcd,  turning ,| 
her  eyes  upon  him,  "  you  have  certainly  fallen  J 
as  from  heaven ;  how  greatly  will  Henry  thank  J 
you !" 

"  What  are  the  thanks  of  the  prince,  in  c 
parisott  to  the  happiness  of  having  saved  the  life] 
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\  of  my  Eva,"  replied  Klaus,  tenderly.     "  I  can- 
not demand  your  beautiful  hand,  fair  lady,  to 
bid  me  welcome,  but  let  me  entreat  a  greeting 
.  from  your  eyes  I " 

There  was  something  of  reproacli  in  the  accent 
■of  the  young  man. 

"  You  are  wounded,"  exclaimed  Eva,  without 

making  any  reply  to  his  observation ;  "  you  are 

bounded,  and  the  duchess  is  dying;  call  some 

tesistance;  fly  to  the  town.    Heavens !  what  will 

9ie  duke  eay !" 

Klaus  sighed  deeply ;  but  obedient  to  the  com- 

'ttand  of  the  young  lady,  he  gathered  up  his 

scarf,  and  made  some  signals  for  assistance,  at 

the  same  time  raising  his  powerful  voice,  which 

i  echoed  afar.     The  servants  who  had  fled 

}  approach  of  the  wolf,  remained  at  a  dis- 

mce  struck  with  stupor  and  astonishment ;  but 

tough,  like  retainers  of  courts  generally,  they 

tbandoned  their  mistress  at  the  moment  of  dan- 

fer,  the  summons  of  Earner  again  aroused  them 

I  sense  of  duty ;  they  ran   promptly  to  the 
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Spot,  and  taking  the  fainting  ducliess  in  their 
arms,  bore  her  towards  the  to-vvn. 

"  We  ehall  see  each  other  at  the  castle,"  eaid 
Eva,  in  a  brief  tone  to  Bamer ;  then,  making  % 
slight  and  hasty  bow,  hurried  after  the  duchess. 
Klaus  remained  alone  near  the  carcase  of  the 
wolf;  he  placedhisfootmechanicallyontheback 
of  the  monster,  pressing  with  his  heel  his  shaggy 
flanks.  A  singular  smile  played  upon  his  lips, 
and  he  remained  for  sometime  in  a  pensive  mood 
without  perceiving  his  valet,  who  had  brought 
his  horse  and  presented  thestirrup.  The  proud 
Eva  had  not  even  thanked  him  for  his  assistance 
and  services;  she  had  not  deigned  to  bestow  on 
him  a  smgle  look  of  acknowledgment ;  yet  the 
name  of  Henry  had  issued  familiarly  from  her 
lips,  without  that  expression  of  respect  and 
Teneration  customary  at  couit!  AH  these 
reflections  thronging  Ids  mind,  obscured  more 
and  more  his  smiling  hopes. 

"  Bravo,  my  worthy  comrade !"  said  a  rough 
voice  close  to  him,  "  you  are  fortune's  favourite ; 
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1  alwajTB  arrive  opportunely,  it  appears :  yea- 
rday  in  the  houae  of  Master  Nettebeck  ;  to-day 
rencounter  of  the  wolf,  which  we  have 
Kked,  uselessly,  all  last  night.  By  my  faith  ! 
i  you  even  trespassed  in  the  forest  of  my  lord 
Le,  an  offence  which  he  rigidly  punishes,  he 
ought  still  to  recompense  you  to-day  with  half 
of  his  principality,  as  I  would  ^villingly  do  with 

Kie  half  of  what  I  possess,  for  the  manner  in 
hich  yoa  deUvered  me  yesterday  1a:om  the 
iuids  of  those  enraged  Brunswickera.  God 
reward  you  one  day,  my  brave  )"oung  man ;  for 
_eTen  in  this  world,  an  honest  man  will  never 
rget  such  services." 
■  Bamer,  turning  towards  the  speaker,  recog- 
»ed  the  head  forester,  Steiding.  "  The  animal 
B  well  struck,"  said  Klaus,  with  an  oppressed 
,  without  replying  to  the  joyous  congratu- 
Itioiis  of  the  forester ;  "  when  the  bear  and  the 
wolf  meet,  one  of  the  two'  inevitably  falls. 
God  preserve  you.  Master  Steiding !"  then 
-wrapping  the  torn  scai'f  round  his  wounded 
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hand,  he  mounted  Lis  Loise,  and  set  off  at  fuSj 
gallop  across  the  plain  towards  the  town. 

"  This   is   Bomethiag  very  singular!"    saidfl 
Stciding,  looking   aiter  him;  "he   appears  torn 
make  light  of  an  adventure  which  would 
our  hats  with  the  beautiful  florins   of  Hartz 
Comej  my  lads,"  said  he,  addressing  his  com-l 
panions,  "  take  away  this  beast.     We  will  gofl 
and  prepare  a  fete  for  the  inhabitants  of  Wol- ' 
fenbuttelj    and  produce   in    faroiir    of   Idaus 
Earner  a  testimony  of  his  yaloiir,  which  may 
prove  of  some  service  to  him  with  our  redoubtw 
ahle  master,  however  great  may  be  the  hatrea 
of  the  latter  to  the  race  of  Steinbruck."     Thi 
keepers    taking  the  wolf  on  their  shoulderaJ 
slowly  followed  their  master,  who  directed  hi«4 
course  to  the  gates  of  Wolfenbuttel ;  and  thit-1 
spot,  lately  the  scene  of  so  much  terror,  wa«  J 
deserted  by  all  but  the  poor  shepherd,  lament^,! 
ing  tlie  loss  of  his  sheep. 
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CHAPTER  XI. 

At  this  moment  great  tumvdt  reigned  within 
the  high  ramparts  of  the  ducal  town.  The 
report  of  a  wolf  having  made  his  appearance 
had  spread  fear  in  every  part.  No  burgher 
durst  venture  out  of  the  gates,  or  send  his 
servant  to  the  adjacent  gardens  or  fields.  The 
Grand  Provost,  on  being  informed  that  the 
duchess  had  taken  a  promenade  by  order  of 
her  physician,  immediately  sent  some  halber- 
diers with  the  royal  litter;  but  they  were  too 
late  to  prevent  the  accident  which  had  occurred, 
and  only  met  the  duchess  at  the  gates  of  the 
town,  pale,  and  still  suffering  from  the  shock 
she   had  received.     She  was    placed    on    the 
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litter,  and  the  cortege  entered  with  the  joyous 
news,  that  the  wolf  had  been  desti-oyed ;  news 
which  spread  with  the  rapidity  of  lightning 
through  every  street ;  and  a  short  time  after, 
when  Junker  Earner  arrived,  he  was  received 
at  the  gates  by  a  multitude  of  people  of  ail 
ranks  and  ages,  including  the  biugbers  and 
principal  city  authorities,  who  accompanied  him 
to  the  hotel.  The  glad  voices  of  the  crowd, 
which  pressed  around  him,  were  only  inter- 
rupted by  the  arrival  of  Steiding,  with  the  wolf 
borne  in  triumph  on  the  shoulders  of  his  com- 
panions. Young  and  old  ran  to  meet  him ;  and 
it  was  a  complete  struggle  who  could  first 
measure  the  length  of  the  animal,  and  examine 
the  prodigious  size  of  his  teeth  and  claws. 

Duke  Henry,  informed  of  the  event,  sent  the 
Grand  Provost  and  the  Councillor  Saldem  to 
offer  suitable  congratulations  on  the  occasion  to 
the  vanquisher;  and  the  chevahers  who  had 
accompanied  Bamer  profited  by  the  oppor- 
tunity to  demand  the  desired  audience,  which 
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voB  graciously  accorded  them.  The  duke  even 
carried  liis  courtesy  so  far,  as  to  send  hi* 
medical  attendant  to  dress  the  wouoded  hoiid 
of  the  Junker ;  and  ihc  cordial  he  carried  in 
a  crystal  bottle  was  received  with  the  greater 
pleasure  by  Klaus,  when  assured  it  had  been 
prepared  under  the  eyes  of  the  duchess,  and  by 
the  fair  hand  of  Eva  Von  Troth. 

What  a  strange  thing  is  the  human  heart  1 
What  suffering  it  can  endure !  The  most  afflict- 
ing emotions,  the  struggle  of  violent  passions, 
although  they  may  M-ound  yet  do  not  break  it ; 
but  as  an  elastic  ball,  when  thiown  by  a  vigorous 
arm,  yields  to  the  shock  without  impairing  its 
properties,  so  does  the  human  heart  collapse  and 
expand  according  to  alternation  of  feeling.  Man 
bends  under  the  storms  of  an  agitated  life;  hut 
time,  meanwhile,  gradually  and  imperceptibly 
reraees  his  most  profound  and  most  sorrowful 
Teminiscenees.  One  thing  only  is  fatal  to  him : 
the  quick  transition  from  hope  to  despair.  Thus 
it  was  with  Earner;  he  had  commenced  his 
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career  in  all  the  candour  of  youth,  without  ever 
suspecting  that  anything  would  oppose  itself  to 
his  wishes,  or  interfere  with  his  prospects. 

The  adventure  of  the  morning,  and  the  emi- 
nent service  he  had  rendered  to  the  princess, 
might  have  made  his  hopes  more  sanguine;  but 
the  conduct  of  Eva  had  grievously  astonished 
him,  and  cruelly  embittered  the  joy  which  he 
otherwise  would  have  felt  on  seeing  himself  the 
object  of  public  felicitation.  Deep  melancholy 
took  possession  of  hia  mind  ;  he  received  with 
indifference  the  invitation  sent  to  him  on  the 
part  of  the  prince,  to  repair  to  the  castle;  and 
when  the  hour  for  the  intemew  arrived,  he  ac- 
companied his  companions,  without  reflecting 
that  his  attire  was  not  according  to  court 
etiquette,  nor  such  as  to  imply  a  sense  of  the 
honour  he  was  about  to  receive,  and  which 
he  only  thought  of  ^vith  pain. 
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CHAPTER  XII. 

The  old  marshal,  Hans  Von  Steinberg,  who  had 
already  served  under  two  reigns,  introduced  the 
Chevaliers  and  Earner  into  the  audience  hall, 
where  the  prince  had  the  courtesy  not  to  keep 
them  long  waiting  for  the  desired  interview. 

Duke  Henry  was  in  the  flower  of  his  age;  and 
if  his  exterior  corresponded  not  to  that  ideal 
which  painters  seek  for  in  human  beauty,  a  fine 
figure,  well-proportioned  limbs,  and  an  appear- 
ance of  health  and  vigour,  rendered  his  person 
agreeable  and  imposing.  His  light  brown  hair 
floated  in  natural  curls  over  his  intelligent  fore- 
head, which  a  camp  life  had  deeply  furrowed ; 
his  beard,  that  manly  ornament,  of  which  he 
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Ytas  imcommonly  vain,  enhanced  the  expression 

of  his  maBCHlJTie  features ;  and  his  blue  eye, 
quick  and  piercing,  in  calm  as  well  aa  in  anger, 
was  full  of  such  fire,  that  few  of  his  subjects 
had  the  boldness  to  brave  twice  its  pene- 
trating  and  formidable  look. 

Duke  Henry  entered  the  apartment  by  a 
door  at  the  end  of  the  audience  hall,  where  were 
ranged  the  halberdiers  of  his  body  guard,  holding 
by  the  hand  the  youngest  of  his  sons,  the  little 
Prince  Victor.  He  was  unarmed,  and  his  head 
uncovered.  His  dress  was  that  of  a  substantial 
burgher,  a  grey  doublet  and  coat  of  light  blue. 
The  duke  advanced  towards  the  chevaliers, 
who,  with  bended  knee  and  head  humbly 
inclined,  saluted  him. 

He  regarded  them  silently  for  a  moment;  then 
in  that  tone  of  humour,  between  raillery  and 
menace,  which  was  so  familiar  to  him,  he  said, 
"  You  have  at  last  then  passed  the  gates  of  the 
castle  of  Wolfenbuttel !  Stubborn  vassals !  Have 
you  at  length  remembered  your  duty  towards 


I 


J 


EVA  VOX   TBOTH. 


Ill 


new  sovereign  ?  You  were  the  valets  of  a 
:,  you  are  now  the  suhjects  of  a  soldier.  I 
think  that  you  have  not  lost  hy  the  exchange; 
■^^  for  in  what  principality  in  Germany,  tell  me, 
^^Klrill  you  find  a  prince  more  worthy  than  Ditke 
^^fcienry  of  Brunswick,  to  be  served  by  brave 
^^Hchevaliers  ?  The  bloody  Bword  of  "Wolfenbuttel 
^^Hglitters  like  hghtziing  in  the  midst  of  the  tem- 
I  peat;  and  whenever  it  appears,  the  head  of 
each  elector,  even  that  of  the  emperor  himself, 

I  bends  before  it.  That  which  the  Lion  possessed 
belongs  to  his  son :  it  is  in  vain  the  valets  of 
(he  court  attempt  to  deprive  him  of  his  rights, 
or  to  oppose  the  laws  of  the  empire.  I  am  the 
heir  of  the  Lion,  and  I  give  you  my  word,  I  know 
Well  how  to  regain  my  heritage !  I  shall,  per- 
liaps,  do  much  more  than  any  one  thinks  of," 
added  the  prince,  with  a  violence  which  he  could 
ill  curb,  when  political  ambition  was  the  subject; 
"the  Imperial  crown  will  sit  as  well  on  the 
forehead  of  a  Guelph,  as  on  that  of  an  Otho  or 
1  Kudolph ! 
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"  Nevertheless,  gentlemen,  yoti  are  welcome. 
To  effect  such  projects,  we  reqiiire  men  valiant  I 
of  heart  and  vigorous  of  arm.  You  can  supply  I 
us  ■with  both;  and  in  effacing  by  chivalrous  | 
deeds  the  indolent  life  you  have  led  for  some 
time  past,  you  will  give  proof  that  you  are  j 
worthy  of  your  new  master." 

Curd  of  Alten,  whom  they  had  chosen  for 
their  orator,  then  commenced  speaking  in 
meaflured,  but  brief  language  ;  he  made  known 
the  request  of  the  Chevaliers  of  Hildesheim 
which  was  the  investiture  of  the  fiefe  they  had  I 
been  despoiled  of,  and  the  dismissal  of  the 
provosts  and  troops  established  by  the  duke  in 
their  devastated  castles. 

The  duke  hstened  patiently  to  this  request; 
but  when  the  speaker  had  concUided,  that  equi- 
vocal yet  significant  smile,  which  he  could  so 
well  assume,  appeared  again  on  his  lips. 

"  And  who  will  guarantee  your  loyal  inten- 
tions?" he  enquired.    "My  auxiharies,  mygood  j 
culverins,  are  difficult  to  remove,  and  I  do  not  J 


EVA   VON    TKOTH. 


113 


have  tlie  trouble  of  bi-ingmg  them  into 
.  agiun;  besides  you  have  not  yet  paid 
the  expenses  of  the  war  which  your  bishop  occa- 
sioned me.  The  word  of  Henry  is  as  absolute  as 
the  buUs  of  Saint  Peter  at  Komc,  Pay,  in  the 
fii'st  place,  the  aiTears ;  and  none  of  you  will  find 

Cenry  unjust  towards  him.'* 
He  then  approached  that  side  where  stood  the 
j-ghcrs,  and  with  affability  enquired  the  name 
and  condition  of  each,  and  the  natiu^e  of  their  - 
request.  Ivlaus  Earner,  as  being  the  youngest, 
K)d  the  last  of  the  assembly.  "When  the  duke 
Iwetved  him,  ho  appeared  struck  with  surprise. 
■  Bteinhruck,"  said  he,  advancing  towards  him, 
^thou,  also — bast  thou  come  hither  /" 

At  this  moment  the  little  Victor  quitted  the 
md  of  his  father,  and  ran  to  the  Junker.  "  My 
father,"  he  exclaimed,  with  innocent  joy,  "this 
is  he  who  killed  the  wolf!  Oh,  let  him  remain 
u,  and  no  wicked  beast  can  ever  harm  my 
totheTj  the  good  Eva,  or  any  of  us.    The  keeper 
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of  the  forest,  who  shewed  me  the  wolf,  pointed 
out  also  the  courageoos  young  man.  who  had 
destroyed  it.  Oh !  my  father,  beg  him  to  teach 
me  also  how  to  kill  wolves.  He  must  under- 
stand better  than  any  of  our  keepers,  because 
Steinberg  told  me  he  would  not  dare  to  attack 
such  a  monster,  were  it  even  to  save  the  life  of 
his  own  child." 

Dui-ing   this    time,    Henry    had    examined 
Earner  with  a  scrutinizing  eye ;  yet  the  light- 
ning of  that  look  had  not  in  the  least  daunted  or 
cast  down  the  eyelid  of  the  young  man.     Sudr-'l 
deuly  he  drew  quickly  towards  him  his  aon^ 
who  had  seized  the  hand  of  XIaua,  and  said'l 
with    warmth,    "  Junker,    thy   vestments    are.l 
soiled  with  hlood;   thou    bearest   likewise 
poniard   in  thy  girdle :    how   darest  thou 
present  thyself  thus  before  thy  master  ?" 

"  This  poniard  was  the  weapon  of  my  father,] 
and  I  have  sworn  to  wear  it  always  on  myn 
person,"  replied  Klaus,  in  a  grave  tone ; 
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for  the  spots  on  m^  doublet,  it  is  the  blood  of 
the  ferocious  beast  irom  whose  fangs  I  this 
day  rescued  all  that  la  dear  to  you." 

"I  know,  I  know!"   said  the  duke  hastily; 
"and  this  seryice  renders  me  thy  debtor." 

"You  slill  hate  my  father,  though  iu  the 
tomb,"  continued  the  Junker,  without  allowing 
himself  to  be  led  away  from  tlio  subject ; 
"  though  the  brave  ought  always  to  honour 
the  memory  of  the  brave.  You  have  nothing 
to  fear  from  the  son  of  youi"  enemy,  noble  duke ; 
for  the  plaister  yet  on  this  hand  covers  the  gash 
ide  by  the  scythe  of  the  peasant  during  the 
;ht  of  Frankenhauten  ;  the  other  will  be  use- 
is  for  some  time, — the  furious  wolf  pierced  it 
with  his  fiharp  teeth;  and  for  the  present  the 
Bear  has  become  a  lamb." 

The   duke  cast  a  gloomy  look  on  the  two 
ids  which  the  Junker  had  alternately  pre- 
sented ;  then  said,  with  his  usual  abruptness  and 
increased  warmtli,  "  I  hated  thy  father!  yes,  I 


hated  him,  because  it  was  he  who  caused  the 
masEacre  of  my  brave  hulans  before  Prin ;  for 
the  rest,  destiny  made  Mm  the  reaper  of  what 
he  had  sown.  Thou,  from  what  I  have  seen, 
art  a  blade  of  good  metal,  but  thou  hardest  -with 
the  rebel  dogs  of  Brunswick,  and  that  dis- 
pleases me.  Let  them  beware,  or  they  will  be 
the  first  to  feel  the  vigorous  aim  of  Henry.  1 
will  tear  in  pieces  their  chartera !  with  my 
hand  I  will  tear  from  their  church  their  holy 
patron  and  his  silver  coSin,  and  have  them 
brought  to  my  castle,  if  thoy  do  not  mend 
their  seditious  hearts.  Yes,  I  swear  by  my  head, 
that  I  will  bring  their  fourteen  burgomasters 
to  reason,  should  the  five  faubourgs,  and  all 
the  Hans  Towns,  raise  their  war-cry  tlirough- 
out  Germany.  I  will  crucify  their  heretical 
preachers,  Krule,  Winkler,  and  Bugenhagen, 
on  the  summit  of  the  Asse  mountains,  to  ser^-e 
as  an  example  to  those  who  at  present  disgrace 
the  Catholic  church !     As  for  thee.  Earner,  if 
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thou  wishest  to  attach  thyself  to  Henry,  it  ia 
necessary  that  thou,  never  again  cntcrest  the 
gate  of  Saint  Egiilius  ! " 

The  counteuance  of  Earner  remained  quite 
unchanged  during  this  violent  discourse  of  the 
duke  ;  and  he  repUed  with  calmness — 

"  I  have  some  intimate  fiiends  there,  noble 
duke,  from  whom  I  cannot  separate  myself; 
but  a  true  chevaUer  need  not  disturb  himself 
either  at  the  noisy  threats  of  a  party  of  burghers, 
or  the  bold  impieties  of  a  heretic  race !  It 
depends  on  you,  Didte  Henry,  to  attach  me  for 
ever  to  your  cause.  I  am  ruined  by  your 
soldiers :  you  reduced  my  castle  to  ashes,  and 
placed  my  family  jewels  in  your  treasury : 
restore  to  me  the  goods  of  my  forefathers; 
release  me  &om  the  taxes  with  which  you  have 
burthened  my  property ;  confer  on  me,  by 
your  noble  and  valiant  hand,  the  order  of 
chivalry ;  then,  worthy  the  name  I  bear,  Duke 
Henry  will  always  find  mc  in  the  foremost  ranks 
of  his    army,  and  ready  to  throw  myself,  for 
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his   defence,    between  liim  and    his    enemiei. 
Honourable   and   honoured,    I    dare    then 
demand  of  him  a  treasure  the  most  precious  • 
man  can  hope  for, — and  if  he  grant  it  me,  '. 
am  his,  body  and  eoid,  until  death." 

The  duke  looked  at  him  with  surpni 
*'Thou  demandest  like  a  Steinbruck !" 
he;  "the  Bear  is  insatiable,  and  if  I  do  i 
take  care,  thy  numerous  demands  will  extend  i 
far  as  my  ducal  crown  !  After  all,  I  love  such 
audacity !  none  but  masrnanimous  hearts  have 
Buch  bold  aspirations.  I  will  reflect  on  I 
request ;  for  at  present  our  duchess  is  i 
posed,  and  to  dub  Chevalier  so  gallant  a  yoot 
the  presence  of  the  ladies  is  necessary,  becaiu 
it  is  in  their  service  thon  hast  evinced  so  mudi 
prowess.  I  trust  to-morrow  we  shall  be  able 
to  acquit  ourselves  towaids  thee.  Until  then, 
rest  welcome  at  my  couit,  gentlemen,"  added 
the  duke,  turning  towards  the  chevaliers,  who 
respectfully  saluted  him.  A  joyous  smile  g 
dened  the  countenance  of  Bamer,  tintil  1 
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pale  and  thouglitAil.  He  bowed  to  the  diike^ 
in  token  of  thanks.  During  this  time,  Prince 
Victor^  who  had  been  amusing  himself  with 
the  handle  of  Bamer's  poniard^  fixed  his  eyes 
on  its  owner,  and  in  a  low  voice,  when  the 
prince  had  turned  away,  said :  "You  shall  re- 
main with  us !  My  mother  shall  request  it,  and 
also  Eva,  to  whom  my  father  never  refuses 
anything.  Then  you  will  take  me  along  with 
you  to  hunt  on  the  moimtains,  and  teach  me 
to  kiU  the  wolves  and  wild  beasts." 

On  concluding  these  words,  to  which  Bamer 
replied  by  a  caress,  the  child  ran  off  to  rejoin 
his  father,  who  was  on  the  point  of  leaving 
the  hall. 
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CHAPTER  Xin. 


The  Grand  Marshal  im-ited  the  cheyaliers  t 
dinner,  the  indisposition   of  the   duchess  nd| 
permitting  the  prince   to  rcceiTC  them  at  ] 
table;  but  Earner  declined  the  invitation,  1 
mind  not  being  in  a  state  to  enjoy  festavi 
He  therefore  returned  to  his  hotel,  where  1 
own  tlioughts  abundantly  occupied  him  untB 
the  anival  of  Tilen  Von  Troth,  Eva's  youj 
brother,  who  had  promised  to  join  him.     Klaus 
in  the  bitterness  of  that  grief  which  his  gloomy  I 
reflections  had  produced,  hesitated  whether  or  I 
not  he  ought  to  profit  by  the  kindness  of  his  1 
friend,  to  behold  again  that  lovely  and  capti" 
cious  girl,  whose  conduct  appeared  so  singuhir;! 
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but  when  Tilen  renewed  the  proposition,  he 
Tielded  to  an  irresistible  impulse,  which 
lagged  him  towards  her,  and  followed  his 
fiiend,  who  introduced  himself  into  the  castle 
by  a  private  entrance.  Tilen,  being  well  ac- 
quEunted  with  the  localitieB,  led  the  way.     They 

th  ascended  a  narrow,  winding  staircase, 
ich  led  to  an  upper  story,  and  traversed  in 
silence  a  long  gallery,  at  the  end  of  which  was 
a  small  arched  door,  Tilen  opened  it  without 
knocking,  and  entered  boldly.  It  was  the 
apartment  of  Eva. 

•' What  a  surprise ! "  exclaimed  the  beautiful 
girl,  with  more  fear  than  joy,  and  suddenly 
Bpiii^iiig  from  a  velvet  chair.  "  ^Vliat  do  you 
want  v?ith  me?  Who  is  there?"  she  added, 
advancing,  for  she  recognised  not  her  brother. 
Friends!"  replied  Tilen,  laughing.  "Cou- 
;e,  my  dear  sister,  it  is  thy  brother,  who  brings 
to  the  fortress  a  Bapply  of  auxiliary  troops,  and 
which  the  garrison  ought  to  receive  with  the 
.d   of   trumpets   and  with  joy.      AVliat  a 
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worthy  brother  thou  hast.  Era !  No  sooner  wm 
I  informed  the  duchess  had  permitted  all  the 
ladies  to  retire,  and  that  thou  wert  likely  to 
spend  a  dull  evening,  than  I  hastened  to  pro- 
cure you  the  means  of  passing  it  in  a  manner 
which  will  make  the  time  as  rapid  as  agreeable. 
Come,  my  triend  Earner,"  he  continued,  turn- 
ing towards  the  door,  at  the  entrance  of 
which  Klaus  stood  motionless,  "  advance :  tlicre 
arc  no  cherubim  with  flaming  sword  before  this 
Paradise;  there  is  only  the  lovely,  tender,  and 
modest  Eva,  sitting  under  the  tree  of  know- 
ledge, awaiting  patiently  the  poor  fool  wht 
comes  to  share  with  her  the  forbidden  apple.*^ 
■  "  Indiscreet  and  mischievous  brother," 
Eva,  with  ill-disguised  anger ;  "  hast  thou 
then  laid  aside  all  good  breeding  ?  is  it  proper 
to  surprise  ladies  in  this  manner  ?' 

Visible  embarrassment  was  depicted  on  1 
countenance,  when  she  saw  Earner  advancing 
towards  her;  for  she  read  in  the  eyes  of  the 
love-sick  youth  the  joy  that  filled  his  heart 
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Tiien  Von  Troth  gazed   for   an   metanE  on 

ra  and  Earner,  then  said  to  the  former,  -with 
feigned  anger,  "  Heyday !  my  little  sister !  it 
is  not  well  on  your  part  to  receive  me  thus  I 
At  ail  events,  ae  my  visit  displeases  thee,  it 
shall  not  be  long.  I  shall  leave  you  for  thi; 
present,  whilst  he  wliom  I  have  brought  thee 
prepares  for  me  a  milder  reception," 

Whilst  speaking,  he  cast  on  them  a  sarcastic 
ice,  and  in  spite  of  the  sign  made  by  his 

Iter,  who  appeared  desirous  of  detaining  him, 
he  hastily  opened  the  door  and  fled,  laughing 
heartily,  which  appeared  to  disconcert  Eva  as 

ich  as  the  tfite-a-t4te   she  was  compelled  to 


f  Bamer  had  no  need  to  fear,  yet  he  felt 
Bich  embarrassed.  The  unexpected  sight  of 
whom  he  loved  to  distraction  quite  be- 
lildered  his  Bcnses :  never  had  our  common 
mother,  whose  name  the  sweet  Eva  bore, 
appeared  to  Adam  more  seducing  than  did, 
moment,    the    lovely    girl.      A    dark 
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green  silk  robe,  made,  in  the  fashion  of  t 
period)  to  fit  the  hody  perfectly  tight,  Bhowed'l 
to  perfection  her  gracefid  form ;  her  bosom 
and  shoulders  were  partly  uncovered ;  a  single 
row  of  valuable  pearls  surrounded  her  neck, 
and  vied  in  whiteness  with  her  beautiful  com- 
plexion ;  and  her  hair,  which  was  half  untied 
hung  negligently  in  thick  luxiu-iant  tressei 
Klaus,  on  casting  his  eyes  around  the  apart- 
ment, could  not  but  avow  that  he  had  never 
seen  a  female  surrounded  by  greater  luxury™ 
The  furniture  was  magnificent ;  rich  crimsoi 
velvet  curtains  hung  gracefully  from  HutM 
windows,  which,  being  placed  high  in  the  wall, 
admitted  a  sombre  and  agreeable  light,  liighly 
favourable  to  the  beauty  of  the  fair  occupanU 
A  curtain  of  the  same  material  closed 
entrance  to  an  inner  chamber,  which,  being 
partly  withdrawn,  displayed  equal  splendour. 
Bamer,  whose  heart  was  agitated  by  vague 
thoughts,  soon  forgot  the  cold  reception  of  the 
morning  that  had  so  cruelly  destroyed  the  J03 
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had  experienced  in  having  the  opportunity 

exposing  his  life  for  her;  and  he  timidly 
advanced  towards  the  arm-chair  in  which  Eva 
had  thrown  herself,  like  one,  half-aunihilated, 
after  the  departure  of  her  brother.  On  his 
approach,  the  features  of  Eva  assumed  an 
ession  of  severity  which  nearly  resembled 
lain ;  and  she  raised  her  white  hand,  glitter- 
ing with  jewels  and  bracelets,  with  a  gesture 
of  displeasure,  as  if  to  forbid  his  advance  ;  but 
then  she  cast  her  dark  eye,  says  the  chronicle, 
the  Junker  who,  in  a  humble  and  nearly 
ippliant  attitude,  stood  before  her,  the  proud 
gii'l  appeared  to  forget  her  resolution,  and 
curried  to  her  own  eyes  that  hand  which  had 
evidently  raised  with  the  intention  of 
ig  all  aupplication."  This,  whilst  it 
'ealed,  in  some  measure,  her  embarrassment, 
iboldened  Earner ;  he  approached  Eva,  re- 
moved gently  the  hand  with  which  she  had 
hid  her   face,  and  covered  it  with  kisses. 

No,  Eva!"  said  he,  with  a  voice  rendered 
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tremulous  by  emotaon ;  "  hide  not  from 
tJioBe  eyes  wherein  hope  beams  and  happinew 
dwells ;  throw  aside  this  mysterious  veil  in 
which  you  have  enveloped  yourself.  Be  to 
me  what  you  formerly  were,  the  smiling  angel 
who  consented  to  share  with  me  her  heaven; 
the  benevolent  fairy  who  enchanted  my  life, 
and  changed  my  sorrowful  destiny  into  one  full 
of  joy,  glory,  and  happiness." 

"Oh,  Bamcr  !"  said  the  beautiful  girl,  with 
a  stifled  voice,  "what  do  you  require  of 
and  what  evil  genius  brings  you  here  i" 

Whilst  speaking,  her  look  became  moi 
gloomy  and  pensive,  and  the  deep  eigh  that 
escaped  from  her  bosom  announced  the  agony 
of  her  heart. 

"  Can  you  ask  why  I  am  here,  Eva  ?"  replied 
Klaus  reproachfully.  "  Does  not  the  bird  of 
passage  follow  the  sun,  and  abandon  its  nest 
and  its  country,  so  Boon  as  that  cherished 
planet  turns  his  course  towards  the  south .' 
It  is  gloomy  winter  and  eternal   snow  wl 
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not,  Eva;  and  the  six  months  which 

.re  elapsed,  since  the  morning  of  our   last 

parting  at  Swebke,  have  passed  to  me  with  the 

slowness    of  years.     Eva,    you  accepted    my 

kind  and  generous,  you  nourished  my 

lopes.     The    silent   shades   on   the  banks    of 

file  Elbe  were  our  witnesses.     Aflet  the  dance, 

I  dared  to  keep  as    the    remembrance   of   a 

happy  hour  this  glove,  which  I  have  ever  since 

I  next  my  heart,  and  which  you  then  told 

would  have  the  power  of  a  talisman,  and 

ish   all    thoughts    unworthy   of  my    love.' 

I  dared  to  call  you  mine,  and  you  then 

tvinced  no  displeasure.      Ah!    why,    to-day, 

'hen  fortune  smiles  on  me,  when  she  appears 

'to  have    removed  all   obstacles,   why   must    I 

commence    a-new  my  noviciate    as    a    lover .' 

Why  sacrifice  me  to  caprice  or  to  vanity  ?   Why 

do  you  now  appaj'ently  reject  this  faithful  heart, 

when  to-day  aU  appears  to  favour  ray  wishes .' 

"  Do  not  deceive  yourself,  Earner,"  answered 

iva  sorrowfully ;  "you  are  in  error — oh!  a  fatal 


error !  Destiny  has  laid  for  you  a,  saiire  like 
a  fowler  for  the  birds  of  tbe  forest.  Fly ;  leave 
me !  I  have  a  presentiment  that  something 
terrible  awaits  us  both." 

The  Junker  stood  back,  and  gazed  on  tbe 
beautiful  girl,  whose  fears  were  visible. 

"  Eva,"  said  be,  "  is  your  mind  yet  affected 
by  tbe  adventure  of  this  morning?  What 
danger  menaces  you  1  I  saved  the  duke's  life 
in  tbe  mel^e — I  preserved  the  duchess  from  a 
horrible  death;  my  head  then  ought  to  be  as 
sacred  in  this  castle  as  the  holy  Host  in  the 
ducal  chapel,  should  Henry  even  have  made 
a  thousand  oaths  of  hatred  to  my  race !" 

"  Ah !  be  will  hate  you,"  she  said,  inter- 
rupting bim ;  "  he  will  persecute  you  even  to 
death ;  he  will  thirst  for  your  blood  should  he 
ever  learn " 

"  I  cannot  comprehend  your  fears,  my  Eva  f 
He  granted  my  request  in  the  presence  of  the 
Grand  Marshal  of  the  court  and  six  othn- 
chevahera  —  I   am    to    be  re-instated  in   th< 
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poaseBsions  of  my  forefathers — I  am  to  receive, 
within  three  days,  from  his  hand,  the  order  of 
knighthood ;  and  above  all,  on  presenting  myself 
afterwards,  as  an  aspiraut  for  the  hand  of  Eva, 

»I  am  assured  of  the  consent  of  the  duchess. — 
Your  imcle  has  accepted  my  proposals,  he  only 
wishes  that  I  should  receive  the  favours  of  the 
prince  before  making  the  solemn  demand  of 
your  hand;  and  have  not  your  brothers  for  n 
long  time  shewn  me  a  fraternal  affection .'     Oh, 
my  Eva!"  he  continued,  throwing  himself  at 
her   feet,  "  that   modest   reserve   renders   ihy 
^^  beauty  celestial,  but  it  breaks   my  heart.     It 
^^ui  not  a  vain  and  giddy  stripling  of  the  court 
^Brho  offers  thee  his  heai't  and  hand.     Confide 
^^BbyBelf  to  the  sincere   and  honest   man  who 
^Bwvesthee;  who  will  support  thee  in  his  arms 
through  this  life  as  his  dearest  treasure ;  who 
will  share  with  thee  all  the  joys  of  existence, 
he  seeks  for  thee   its    flowers    in   the 
st  recesses  and  at  the  peril  of  his  liie ; 
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out  the  last  drop  of  his  blood  to  appease  thy 
ardent  tUrst:  in  fact,  would  live  and  die  for 
theel  Dost  thou  hear  me,  my  Eva?  Oh! 
why  are  thy  looks  fixed  so  attentLvely  ou  the 
wall,  as  if  thou  sawest  there  some  menacing 
shadows.  Turn  thy  looks  upon  me;  thou  will 
read  in  mine  eyea,  joy,  love,  and  confidence 
ivithout  dissimulation.  Listen  to  my  words, 
beloved  Eva;  they  are  uttered,  perhaps,  in  a 
more  manly  tone,  but  they  are  not  more  devoid 
of  tender  sentiment,  than  those  my  youth  i 
timidly  addressed  to  thee  under  the  birch  trdea  J 
in  the  park  of  Swebke,  and  which  thy  goodnes 
deigned  then  to  encourage." 

"  Oh !  why  am  I  no  longer  in  the  peacef 
retreat  of  my  revered  uncle,"  said  Eva,  aighi 
deeply ;  "  why  did  I  so  inconsiderately  qui 
it !  —  My  life,  if  not  happy,  was  at  leaa 
peaceful." 

Her  eyes  filled  involuntarily  with  tears;  sbl 
feebly  pressed  Earner's  hand,  who  still  hcld^ 
hers   within  his,   and  pressed  them    tenderljrJ 
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continued  to  gaie  attentively  on  the  wnlt. 
eyes  of  Klaus  followed  mechanically  the 
same  direction,  and  rested  on  a  fiill-length 
portrait  of  Henry  the  Lion.  The  valiant 
ancestor  of  the  duke  was  represented  in  all 
the  majesty  of  rank ;  a  rich  dress  covered  his 
letic  limbs ;  the  green  ducal  mantle,  lined 
ith  ermine,  descended  in  graceftU  folds  from 
his  ample  shoulders ;  a  chain  of  gold  and  pearls 
ornamented  liis  breast;  and  according  to  the 
custom  of  those  days,  the  hero  bore  in  his 
right  hand  an  antique  naked  sword,  wliilst  his 
eyes  with  mild  gravity  appeared  to  repose  on 
youthful  pair. 

Tradition  informed  us,"  said  Earner,  whilst 
contemplating  the  imposing  countenance,  "  that 
this  prince  took  great  pleasure  in  encouraging 
marriages  of  affection ;  he  loved  sincere  hearts ; 
may  he  this  day  grant  my  prayer !  But  tell 
me,  my  Eva,"  continued  he  with  supplicating 
look,  "  tell  me  why  I  find  thee  so  foreign  to 
thyself;  what  is  it  that  disturbs  thee?     Am  1 
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not  near  thee  ?  Thy  uncle  and  brothers,  are 
they  not  also  in  this  castle  ?  Oh!  avow  to  me, 
beloved  girl,  what  makes  thee  apparently  w 
unhappy,  and  renders  thee  so  cold  and  enig- 
matical 1 " 

"Silence!"  she  murmured,  with  a  gesture 
of  fear,  and  without  seeming  to  listen  to  hi»' 
discourse ;  but  Klaus,  animated  by  the  recol- 
lection of  the  past,  and  considering  that  he  bad 
some  right  to  force  from  her  an  avowal  of 
that  loTC,  which  he  had  formerly  obtained  by 
caresses,  threw  himself  on  his  knees,  and,  totally 
bewildered,  exclaimed,  "  Eva !  sweet  Eva  1  all 
is  calm  and  silent  here — love  alone  is  with  us ! 
Eva!  thou  canst  not  annihilate  the  past — thou 
canst  not  deny  that  affection  of  which  thou 
hast  given  me  so  many  proofs !  Oh !  turn  thy 
beautiful  head  towards  me,  and  let  our 
sea!  the  oath  which  our  timid  and  silent  hei 
have  long  since  pronounced !  The  time  which 
has  passed  since  our  separation,  will  be  like 
the  remembrance  of  a  painful  dream;  and  all 
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Ut  oppresses  thy  heart  will   disappear,   liki> 

t  clouds,  when  I  shall  have  torn  thee  from 

fatal  place — fatal  to    thy  virtue,  to    thy 

ipiness.     In  a  few  days,   my   Eva,   I   will 

induct  thee  to   the  castle   of  my  ancestors, 

i  thou  shalt  dare  to  love  me  without  fear 

■  restraint."      While   speaking,   Bamer   had 

,  surrounded  with  his  arm  the  elastic  and 

voluptuous    waist   of  Eva,   and   covered  with 

Hsses   her   snowy  neck  and   shoulders.     Eva, 

as  if  wavering  and  intoxicated  by  the  passion 

of  Klaus,  instinctively  turned  round  her  lovely 

1,  and  the   most  beautiful   mouth  in    the 

id,  permitted  him  to  imprint  on  it  a  sweet 

.     Suddenly  a  noise  was  heard  near  them. 

!lie  portrait    of  the    old   prince  was    drawn 

ly  aside,  and,  at  the  entrance  of  a  secret 

hidden    by    this    portrait,    stood    Duke 

Henry,_in  a  light  silk  dress,  unarmed,  it  is 

rue,  but  with  clenched  fists,  and  fury  in  his 
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"  Who  has  thus  dared  to  introduce  hiuiself,  1 
like  a  thief,  into  the  interior  of  my  castle,  and  ■ 
insult  the  ladies  of  the  duchess,  my  spouse?" 
exclaimed  the  duke  in  an  accent  of  rage  that  I 
announced  the  violence  of  his  passion.  "  Death  m 
and  destruction!  Bj  my  beard!  I  will  order  <| 
my  grooms  to  chase  with  horse- whips  the  J 
audacious  intruder  as  far  as  the  waters  of  if 
Aker,  to  cool  his  insolent  ardour!" 

Barner  suddenly  released  Eva  from  his  i 
embrace — a  spectre  rising  from  the  tomb  at  4 
midnight,  could  not  have  struck  him  with  | 
greater  terror.  He  remained  motionless,  pale, , 
frozen; — his   looks  wandered  alternately  from. J 
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i  duke  to  the  secret  door  which  revealed  to 
I  a  horrible  truth.  The  insulting  words  of 
prince  brought  back  the  colour  to  hie 
leeks;  and  a  frightful  expression,  such  us 
lity  imprints  on  the  counteaEuice  of  fooU, 
painted  on  that  of  Earner ;  his  hand 
BBtinctively  seized  the  handle  of  his  poniard, 
hid  the  piercing  and  savage  burst  of  laughter 
which  escaped  from  his  compressed  hps,  was 
loudly  echoed  by  the  wainscoted  walls. 

'  Wolf!  Wolf!"  said  he,  at  last,  grinding 
I  teeth ;  "  hast  thou  then  risen  I'rom  _  thy 
rady  arena?  And  my  cold  blade,  must  it 
I  moderate  thy  sanguinary  pride  ?  Stand 
!  stand  back,  I  tell  thee !  Withdraw 
;lf  from  my  sheep ! — ^Thc  Bear  is  a  good 
udian, — seest  thou?  He  suffocates  by  his 
pesses  the  object  of  his  love,  rather  than 
»ve  it  in  the  teeth  of  a  detested  monster ! " 

Vhilst    saying    these  words,   in    a   terrible 
ccent,  he  stretched  out  his  right  hand  towards 
i  if  to  protect  her  j  the  latter,  who  until 
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then  had  remained  like  a  marble  Btatuc, 
mistaking  his  intention,  uttered  a  piercing  cry 
and  sprang  towards  the  duke.  "  He  will  kill 
mc,  my  Henry !  Protect  me,"  she  exclaimed, 
precipitating  herself  on  his  bosom. — The  duke 
encircled  her  with  his  left  arm,  whilst  he 
menaced  Earner  with  the  clenched  fist  of  the 
other. 

"  Return  thanks  to  heaven,"  he  said,  in  a 
voice  choked  with  fury, "  that  I  have  not  my 
Bword;  thy  audacity  shoidd  not  one  minute 
have  survived  this  oud'age,  and  I  should  long 
since  have  sent  thee  to  rejoin  thy  father  in 
hell." 

At  this  speech  the  eyes  of  Earner  rolled 
frightfiilly  in  their  sockets,  and  fixed  them' 
selves  upon  the  person  of  the  duke,  as  if  he 
wished,  like  a  snake,  to  fascinate  his  prey  by 
a  magic  charm.  He  slowly  diew  his  poninrd 
from  his  girdle,  murmured  some  unintelligible 
words,  and  advanced  a  step  towards  his  enemy. 
— This   movement  roused    the    beautiful   and 


ting  Eva,  who  suddenly  made  her  person 
a  rampart  for  the  duke,  excl^ming  with  inex- 
pressible   agony,   "  IClaus    a    murderer !    the 
noble  Bamer   an  assassin !     No !   no !   by  the 
^rfiade  of  your  father !  by  your  love  for  me ! 
Hv!  fly!  from  hence;  batfly  umocent!" 
^p>  Bamer    hesitated,    and   his    uplifted    hand, 
armed  with  the  poniard,  fell  by  his  side;  and 
throwing  on  the  supplicant  an  ineffable  look 

t  irony  and  contempt,  "  Yes,"  said  he,  as 
speaking  to  himself,  "  yes  I  the  old  raven 
the  forest  was  right!  Here  is  Paradise: 
»a  the  serpent:  nothing  is  wanting. — Noble 
ike,"  he  continued,  in  a  bitter  tone,  "  I  thank 
you  I  You  have  enhghtened  me ;  and  thanis 
to  you,  I  shall  not,  like  poor  Adam,  have  to 
Buffer  for  the  sin  of  another,  and  expiate  it  by 
the  sweat  of  my  brow!  But  we  shall  meet 
again,  Duke  of  "Wolfenbuttell  Let  the  power- 
ful Guelphic  prince  tremble  when  he  risks 
leaving  his  walk ;  he  will  hear  the  bowstidng 
of  the  miserable  Earner  resound  in  every  bush ; 
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the  name  of  Banter  shall  sound  in  hie  eara 
like  the  messenger  of  death; — ^m  the  midst 
of  festivity,  in  the  chaac  and  in  war,  Bamei 
will  be  an  exterminating  angel  to  all  the 
odious  race  of  Henry ;  and  when  the  tyrant,  in 
the  struggles  of  death  on  the  arena,  shall 
render  up  his  execrable  soul,  the  laugh  of 
Barner  shall  announce  to  the  reprobate,  the 
deatiny  that  awaits  him  at  the  tribunal 
Eternal  Justice !" 

He  rushed  out  of  the  apartment,  traversi 
the  castle  like  a  tempest,  to  the  great  terror 
of  the  attendants  and  halberdiers  whom  he 
encountered  on  his  passage ;  and  none 
to  arrest,  in  his  impetuous  course,  the 
quisher  of  the  Wolf,  whose  strength 
courage  were  so  well  known. 
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CHAPTER  XV. 

In  the  meantime,  Eva  had  remained  weeping 
in  the  arms  of  Henry. — "Art  thou  then  only 
a  perfidious  woman?"  said  he,  with  anger; 
"  those  tears,  are  they  not  proo&  of  thy  love 
for  that  audacious  young  man?  Speak !  explain 
thyself!" — ^Eva  raised  her  head,  and  with  a 
reproachfiil  look  replied  sorrowfully — 

"  Is  it  thus  thou  recompensest  the  love  of 
her  who  has  sacrificed  all  for  thee?  who  for 
thee  has  become  dishonoxired  before  the  world 
and  before  God,  and  who  can  never  again 
free  herself  from  the  snares  into  which  thy 
flattery  has  thrown  her?  This  Bamer. would 
have  been  for  me  a  more  honourable  protector 


140 


EVA   VON   TROTH, 


than  thou,  Duke  Henry  1  He  would  hai 
made  me  an  eBtimable  and  happy  mothertj 
At  present  all  is  ended.  Thy  Eva  will 
her  ardent  and  culpable  love  recompensed  by. 
the  scornful  raillery  of  the  world,  and 
cruel  censurca  of  the  chui'ch ;  for  thy  impru. 
dent  and  jealous  fury  has  betrayed  that  whicli 
ought  to  have  remained  liiddea  like  the  agonieS' 
of  my  heart.  Thy  Eva  will  be,  henceforth, 
pointed  at  with  the  finger  of  scorn  by  the 
humblest  females  in  thy  ducby;  she  will  be 
an  object  for  the  jeers  and  ridicule  of  the 
populace.  Oh,  Henry!  protect  me,  save  me 
from  this  disgrace !  or  rather  inflict  death,  wittil 
thine  own  hand,  on  thy  dearly  beloved — tot 
without  thee,  life  will  be  odious,  and  with 
thee,  it  is  henceforth  impossible ! " 

The  duke  pressed  her  warmly  to  his  bosom, 
and  kissed  off  the  tears  that  chased  each  othet, 
down  her  wan  and  lovely  cheeks,  "  Calm 
thyself,"  he  said  tenderly — "  Calm  thyself, 
most  lovely  and  beloved  of  women !    Is  Henry, 
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Ktlitnk  you,  so  weak  a  prince  as  not  to  be  able 
to  preserve  his  dearest  treasure  against  the 
stroke  of  destiny  and  the  hatred  of  man  ?  The 
-tongue  of  that  insolent  and  vain  young  man 
^all  be  rendered  mute ;  and  that  to-morrow ! 
iTes!  it  is  certain  that  now  all  eyes  are  upon 
n;  thy  uncle,  the  Grand  Marshal,  has  de- 
landed  thy  recal  from  our  court;  and  has 
iformed  us,  that  the  object  of  his  request,  is 
I  re-establish  the  fortune  of  his  favourite  by 
R  marriage  with  thee," 

'Henry!"  exclaimed  Eva,  "  I  am  lost! 
"hat  old  man  has  over  me  the  rights  of  a 
father,    and   his    wisb   is    my    law.      Where 

shall  I  hide  my  shame  and  my Oh !  thou 

trhose  glory  and  grandeur  I  have  idolized,, 
Inust  I  renoimce  thee!  Ah!  to  remain  thine, 
J  ■  would  renounce  the  world ;  bury  myself, 
HUingly,  in  the  BoHtude  of  a  cloister ;  in  the 
jepest  recesses  of  the  mountain;  nay  inhabit 
e  abode  of  death,  where  the  sun  should  never 
ihine  on  that  beauty  which  has  been  my  ruin 
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— on  those  charms  upon  which  thou  settest  so 
high  a  price." 

"  Wouldst  thou?"  said  the  duke,  suddenly 
iuterrupting  her — "  then  we  are  saved !  Then 
that  fehcity  which  the  posHession  of  thee  has 
thrown  over  my  life,  rude  and  divested  as  it  has 
been  of  joy,  will  not  escape  me, — Leave  evei 
thing  to  me :  thoH  shalt  presently  be  undi 
shelter  from  all  violence ;  depend  on  me  alone 
I  will  hide  my  treasure  in  a  secure  place, 
where  nothing  can  tear  it  from  me." 

Whilst  these  two  guilty  beings  were  thus 
promising  themselves  a  tranquil  fiiture,  the 
torments  of  their  victim  dragged  him  far  from 
the  town.  Pursued  by  the  tumultuous  thoughts 
which  agitated  him,  and  by  the  schemes 
revenge  which  he  formed  every  moment,  hv- 
traversed  the  fields,  at  this  time  totally  deserted^  I 
and  stopped  not  till  he  reached  the  forests  of', 
Asse.  Without  knowing  how  he  came  thither, 
he  found  himself  at  the  foot  of  the  ruins  of 
Assebourg,  whose  proud  towers  formerly  domi- 
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over   all  the   country.     It   was   a   fief 

'belonging    to     the    family    of    the    Guelpliic 

princes.     The  moon   shone  full   and   resplen- 

dently  on  those  venerable  remains  of  grandeur ; 

^kiad  Bamer,  in  spite    of   his   prc-occupation, 

^H^bBetved  the   sculptured  escutcheon  \dth  the 

^B|u:morial    bearings  of  that  noble   house    over 

^Ban    arched    gatfi-way,   formerly  the    principal 

entrance  to  that  antique  mansion ;  it  was  a  Wolf 

triumphant  and  a  Lion  vanquished.     At  the 

sight  of  it  a  ferocious  smile  illumined  the  pale 

fiice  of  Earner. 

^^^    "  That  which  thou  hast  represented  on  thy 

^^■licatclieon  I  will  accomplish.     Degenerate  vil- 

^^Bun,"  said  he ;  "  let  the  proud  Lion  tremble : 

^^Hiere  is  the  Wolf  that  shall  strangle  him ! — Yes, 

^^nX  have  sworn  by  the  blood  of  my  father  and 

'        by  my  betrayed  love,  that  Henry  dies  only  by 

my  hsndl" 

He  wandered  thus  all  night,  and  part  of  the 
following    day.     Towards    evening   he   slowly 
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retraced  his  steps  towards  the  town,  meditating 
on  the  means  to  attain  vengeance. 

On  arriving  at  his  hotel,  he  found  standing 
under  the  porch  Lorentz  Wieland,  the  con- 
fidential attendant  of  Councillor  Saldem,  who 
approached  Earner  with  a  myBterious  air,  and 
drawing  him  aside,  said — "Noble  Junker,  I 
am  your  debtor ;  for  to  you  I  owe  my  life,  a 
few  days  ago;  you  recollect,  in  the  honse  of 
Master  Nettebeck  ?  With  people  of  our  clasa, 
such  scenes  are  not  so  soon  foi^otten  as 
amongst  the  gi'eat  seigneurs ;  it  is,  therefore, 
that  I  now  wish  to  render  back  that  which  I 
received  from  you,  by  gi\'ing  you  some  good 
council.  The  duke  is  irritated  against  you; 
no  one  is  acquainted  with  the  cause.  A  con- 
versation which  he  had  this  morning  with  my 
master,  a  part  of  which  I  heard,  made  me 
tremble  for  your  safety :  there  have  been  some 
secret  orders  given  to  seize  upon  your  person, 
and  I  have  been  in  search  of  you  all  day,  for 
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Soke  Henry's  vengeance  is  terrible !  Lose  no 
time^  I  pray  you;  saddle  your  horse,  and  fly, 
while  flight  is  still  in  your  power!" 

Earner,  without  replying,  pressed  the  hand 
of  the  honest  and  grateful  servant,  then  direct- 
ing his  course  towards  the  stable,  ordered  his 
valet  instantly  to  make  ready  their  horses;  and 
by  private  streets  gained  the  gates  of  the  town, 
from  which  he  was  some  distance  when  the 
sun  disappeared  from  the  horizon. 


TOL,  I.  H 


146  BVA  VON   TROTH. 


CHAPTER  XVI. 


Man  can  endure  much,  and  time  is  a  mar- 
vellous physician,  who,  by  slow  but  infallible 
means,  knows  how  to  assuage  the  most  poignant 
grief.  We  lose  that  which  is  dearest  to  us; 
and  in  the  first  moments  of  our  sorrow  and  des- 
pair, we  would  do  what  is  irreparable.  Suicide 
murmurs  its  temptations  into  our  ears;  but 
day  succeeds  day,  and  each  new  morn  finds 
our  resentment  imperceptibly  softened  and 
changed  into  a  melancholy  that  loves  to  muse 
over  the  remembrance  of  withered  hopes. 
"Wlicn  destiny  tears  from  us  what  we  have  with 
difficulty  acquired,  we  deplore  the  loss;  but 
with   double   ardour  we  seek  again  to  repair 
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it  Is  our  house  in  ashes^  we  raise^  with 
hope^  a  new  roof  over  the  walls,  before  the 
embers  are  hardly  extinguished.  If  there  is  a 
wound  which  baffles  the  efforts  and  science, 
and  mocks  the  courage  of  man,  it  is  that 
caused  by  disdained  love.  As  a  limb,  when 
struck  by  lightning,  remains  impotent;  so  the 
heart,  once  stricken,  is  incurable.  A  cancer 
destroys  it.  But  if  a  man,  from  the  dis- 
honour and  perfidy  of  the  idolized  object,  be 
compelled  to  despise  that  which  he  before 
adored,  then  a  burning  fever  devours  the 
marrow  of  his  bones,  withers  his  nerves,  and 
bewilders  his  mind.  The  unfortunate  being 
believes  himself  sleeping  on  the  fiery  soil  of  a 
volcano;  threatening  clouds  hang  over  him;  the 
ground  trembles  beneath  his  feet,  and  death 
is  the  only  refuge  which  is  left  him. 

Some  months  after  the  adventure  related 
in  the  preceding  chapter,  a  monk,  accompa- 
nied by  a  young  clerk,  on  his  return  from 
administering  the  holy  rites  of  the  church  to 
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a  dying  person,  slowly  descended  the  moun- 
tain which  overlooks  the  small  town  of 
Gandei'shiem,  with  the  intention  of  regaining, 
by  a  by-path,  the  road  to  his  monastery. 
The  figure  of  this  monk  was  spare,  and  he 
was  of  singular  appeaiance;  his  step  was 
rapid,  and  about  his  person  there  was  some- 
thing gloomy  and  mysterious.  Notwithstand- 
ing tlie  sultriness  of  tlie  day,  which  was  of 
that  oppressive  kind  which  frequently  precedes 
a  thunderstorm,  his  thick  cowl  was  dra^Ti 
close  over  his  forehead  and  eyes,  leaving 
exposed  only  a  long  white  beard,  which 
descended  as   low   as  his  girdle. 

At    the  turn    of   the    padi    which 
round  the   side   of  the  mountain,   the  mo| 
fatigued    by  his    journey,    looked 
towards   the   pointed  roof  of   his   monaa 
when  an  unexpected  object  arrested  hia  s 
A  few  paces  from  liim,  lay  extended, 
foot  of  an  oak,  a  human  being,  wliethcr  dead 
or  asleep  he  knew  not.      His  dress  was  1 
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of  a  chevalier,  save  that  no  rich  lace  orna- 
mented the  collar:  his  hair  was  dishevelled, 
a  rich,  briUiant  poniard  lay  in  the  moss  by 
his  side,  whilst  his  face  was  totally  hidden  by 
the  attitude  in  which  he  was  reposing.  The 
neighing  of  a  steed  attracted  the  attention  of 
the  monk,  who,  on  looking  towards  a  plot  of 
ground  uncovered  by  wood,  perceived  two 
horses  held  by  a  youth,  apparently  awaiting 
his  master.  The  monk  approached  the  im- 
known,  and  leaning  over  him,  gently  touched 
his  shoulder. 

"  Pardon  me,  if  I  disturb  your  sleep,"  said 
he,  in  a  broken  but  benevolent  voice ;  '*  you 
have  not  chosen  a  suitable  place  for  your 
repose,  seigneur  stranger;  there  are  in  these 
forests  numerous  nests  of  the  red  ant,  and 
the  poisonous  viper  often  glides  through  the 
dry  moss.  If  you  please  to  accompany  me  to 
the  monastery,  our  prior  will  have  much 
pleasure  in  offering  you  a  supper  and  a  bed 
for  the  night," 
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The  onknown  raised  his  head  suddenly, 
and  looked  up  at  him  who  had  thus  ad- 
dressed him;  then  suppoidjig  himself  on  one 
ann,  he  fixed  his  large  eyes  wildlj  upon  the 
Bpeaker,  as  if  struck  with  astouii^hmeut.  At 
the  same  moment  both  started,  and  mutualljr 
recognised   each  other. 

"Holy  mother  of  God!  Junlcer  Earner!" 
exclaimed  the  monk,  seized  with  compassion 
at  the  eight  of  Klaus,  pale,  thin,  and  seaiccly 
recognisable,  "ivhat  doest  thou  in  this  savage 
place  ?" 

"Ah,  is  it  thee,  shade  of  old  Melsbuck?" 
replied  Klaus,  "  comest  thou  to  make  me  new 
prophecies  ?  Thy  oracles  are  true !  They 
hare  entered  my  heart  like  a  three-edged 
dagger.  But  for  the  future  spare  thyself  that 
trouble,  for  wert  thou  to  predict  the  fa 
heaven,  or  the  last  day,  it  would  not 
affect  me — ^hearest  thou  ?  I  am,  like 
dead  to    the   world,    and   nothing  can 
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^^^  to: 


again  disturb  me."     So  saying,  be  again  sank 
on  tlie   ground  OTCrpowcred. 

The  monk  knelt  by  the  side  of  Bamer, 
and  presented  to  him  the  gourd  which  hung 
at  hia  girdle. 

"Thou  art  ilV  he  said,  vriih.compasHon; 
"swallow  a  few  drops  of  this  cordial.  But 
wbai  has  thus  bent  down  a  young  man,  ajid 
broken  him  like  a  reed  ?  lias  he  not  alway* 
the  hopes  of  revenge  to  encomagc  him  to 
live,  and  must  he  then ?" 

"What  darest  thou  to  say?"  interrupted 
Klaus,  with  a  wild  burst  of  laughter.  "1  bent! 
I  broken !  I  am  strong,  immutable  as  my 
TQigeance.  Blood  nurtures  not  thy  words, 
old  withered  trunk.     Thou  dost  not  know  me; 

it  look — ^my  eye  watches  over  this  ravine 
J  have  tracked  the  Wolf  for  many  days 
lave  made  him  more  than  one  enemy,  more 
than  one  impediment.  In  short,  I  have  him! 
He  goes,  they  say,  to  parade  himself  at  the 
court  of  the  £mperor :   he  will  pass  by  thia 


road.     I   will  ■n-.itch  for  him,   and  my 


faith- 


ful    poniard    shall    drink    plentifully    of   his 
detested  blood." 

There  was  a  singularity  in  Earner's  manneTj 
when  he  uttered  these  words,  that  evidcntlj^B 
announced  some  derangement  of  intellect 

Old  Meishuck  on  hearing  him,  threw  backl 
his  cowl,  and  his  features  assumed  an  iron-^ 
ical  expression  that  surprised  the  Junker. 

"  Bad  hunter !"  said  the  monk,  shaking  hbl 
head,  "  thine  eyes,  blinded  by  love,  knoV^v 
not  how  to  distinguish  objects  as  they  are  I 
It  is  now  more  than  three  weeks  since  the'l 
"Wolf  quitted  his  strong-hold;  and,  after  viat-l 
ing  his  antique  fief  of  Staufcnbcrg,  set  off  fo£^ 

Klaus   uttered    a    cry   of  rnge,    seized   hi8| 
poniard,  and  rising  liastily,  called  to  his  valet  ;•'' 
"Conrad,  bring  the  horses.     We   must   start^V 
I  sm  the  duke's   shadow,  and   must  not  qui 
his  footsteps ! — But   tell  me   first,   mystcrioui 
old  man,  how  thou  art  so  well  acquainted  with'a 
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what  passes  at  Wolfenbuttel  ?  Tell  me,  and 
let  me  begone!  I  fly  to  avenge  my  father, 
thee,  myself,  and  her!^^ 

The  monk  stretched  out  his  long  arms,  and 
seizing  the  impatient  Klaus,  compelled  him  to 
sit  down  again  at  the  foot  of  the  tree. 

"  The  journey  is  long,"  he  said,  "  repose 
thyself  a  little  longer.  I  have  a  history  to 
recount  to  thee,  that  perhaps  will  appease  thy 
impetuosity,  more  than  all  the  lemonade  and 
iced  waters  of  the  sunny  land  to  which  thou 
wouldst  hasten."  The  mild  tone  of  the  vin- 
dictive old  man  roused  Earner's  curiosity,  and 
he  made  no  resistance  to  the  effort  which  the 
monk  had  used  to  detain  him. 

"Thou  demandest  how  it  is  that  I  am 
acquainted  so  well  with  the  infamy  of  the 
castle  ?  I  owe  to  my  misfortunes  the  habit  I 
now  wear,"  replied  the  monk  sternly.  "  This 
Henry,  who,  in  a  single  night,  has  withered  the 
flower  of  thy  youth,  destroyed  for  ever  all  my 
hopes,  all  my  happiness ; — my  wife,  my  help- 
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less  children,  were  murdered  on  the  emoldiig 
ruins  of  the  cnstle  of  my  ancestors  ;  my  friends 
dispersed,    and    a  price    set   upon   my   head. 
The  cloister  was  my  only  asylum,  and  whilst 
Hie  cruel  archers  sought  the  proscribed,  ev( 
beyond    the    frontiers,    the  Prior  of  Gaai 
sheim   consecrated  to    the   altar   my  mem 
forehead,   and  inyested    me  >vith  the   donl^ 
privilege  of  punishing  and  absolving  sinnea 
The  tribunal  of  penitence  in  the  ducal  chapdf 
where  I  was    enjoined  to   exercise  my   hoj 
ministiy,  first  revealed  to  me  this  new  attemM 
of  the   seducer ;  for  if  woman  falls  easily, 
repentance  is  also  prompt.     She  seeks  to  trai 
quillize  her  conscience.     On  seeing  tliee  haste 
foil  of  joy  and  confidence,  towards  that  infer 
cavern,  I  wished  not  to  detain  thee,  but  merd 
to  put  thee  upon   thy  guai'd, — to    arouse   thw 
courage,    and   sharpen   thy  fiuy  by    creatinj 
suspicion.     I  was  in  hopes  that  the  jKiniard  of 
thy  father  would  not  have  remained  idle,  but 
that   I  sliould  have  presently  seen  it  stainei 
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1  tte  blood  of  oar  common  enemy.  Instead 
of  that,  I  find  here  a  faint-hearted  and  love- 
sick man,  weeping,  praying,  and  doing  pe- 
I nance  in  solitude,  to  expiate  tlie  sins  of  his 
bistress." 
I  £Iaua  started,  sprang  to  his  feet,  and  looked 
It  the  monk  with  a  menacing  air :  "  Monk ! 
Rmclude  thy  discourse,  or  let  me  go,"  he  said, 
grinding  his  teeth  with  rage.  "  My  vengeance 
is  that  of  the  lion,  breast  to  breast.  Lions  and 
serpents  have  nothing  in  common.  Thou 
shonldst  have  known  that,  priest  without 
compassion." 

"Wait  a  little,  child,"  answered  the  monk 
ooolly;   "there   i»   something   more   that  wiU 

tider  thee  aa  tranquil  as  thy  father  in  his  tomb, 
at  least  will  throw  some  bitter  poison  in  the 
nth  of  this  Lion,  who  thirsts  for  the  blood 
fais  enemy.  Thou  hadst  quitted  the  castle, 
and  scorned  my  words.  I  sought  for  other 
aiudliaries :-— a  letter  addressed  to  tlie  Grand 
rshal  Von  Troth  did  not  fail  of  its  purpose. 
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but  threw  a  powerful  light  upon  the  guiltjj 
couple,  which  troubled  them  in  their  joys. 
The  warm  solicitations  of  the  uncle,  alarmed 
for  the  honour  of  his  niece, — the  reproaches  of. 
the  jealous  duchess,  half-enlightencd  on  h( 
misfortune, — left  no  longer  any  repose 
amorous  duke ;  who,  not  knowing  what  furthej-' 
ruse  to  employ  to  lull  those  angry  suspicioii^l 
resolved  for  awhile  to  qiiit  his  palace  of  Wolft 
cnbuttel. 

"  Mary  of  Wirtemberg,  taking  advantagt 
of  the  duke's  absence,  sent  Eva  away  under 
escort,  and  discharged  her  for  ever  from  all 
services  in  the  palace." 

"  "Weil,  but  where  is  she  ?  what  road  has 
taken?"  demanded  Klaus  impatiently, 
country  is  full  of  thieves  and  vagabond  soldiei 
and — " 

"  And  without  doubt  thou  wouldst  willinj 
serve  her? — Fool!"  continued  the  monk,  con- 
temptuously, "  if  such  is  to  be  Ihe  employment 
of  thy  courage,  and  of  those  manly  qualitte* 
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vliich  promised  so  much, — iheu  God  has 
ordered  all  for  the  best,  Kcst  quiet.  Burner; 
thine,  idolized  Eva  is  under  sure  and  powerful 
detection;  no  one  will  again  dare  to  trouble 
repose,  not  even  Henry  himself;  and 
:r  thou  TFOuldst  go  to  join  her,  and 
ish  upon  hex  tby  cai'csses,  the  road  shall  be 
jen  to  thee." 
I  A  loud  and  sardonic  laugh  accompanied  these 


Explain  thyself,  imp  of  Satan!"  exclaimed 
Junker,  exasperated. 

Three  days  Bince,"  replied  the  monk,  very 

tranquilly,  proceeding    with    liis     narration, — 

towards     evening,    a    litter,    surrounded    by 

rds,  brought  the  beautiful  apple  of  discord 

the  old  castle  of  Gandersheim,  where  the 

Baillie  Chiistophel  received  her,  and  prepared 

a  chamber  wherein  she  might  recover  irom  the 

;ue  of  her  journey.     A  few  hours   after- 

Js,  whilst  I  was  engaged  near  the  agent  of 

duke,    at   that  time    dangciously  ill,    an 

icioua  old  woman,  well  known  by  the  name 


"tow 
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of  Great  Mettle^  cune  in  hatte  to  his  house,  and 

annonnred  with  great  sorrow,  that  the  beanti- 
£il  Atiasger  had  been  taken  euddeoly  unwell ; 
and  she  had  come  to  seek  Dame  Dankvert,  a 
pcisoa  holding  high  reputation  orer  all  the 
cooDtiy  for  her  skill  in  herbs  and  healing, 
and  who  was  at  that  time  attending  on  i 
eick  man,  to  whom  I  was  administering  thi 
consolationB  of  the  chmch.  The  old  < 
quickly  packed  up  her  herbs  and  dmgs  in  | 
box,  and  placing  it  on  the  shoulders  of  the  oH 
woman,  vlio  was  in  tlic  habit  of  accompanyinj^fl 
her,  tlicy  both  set  off  for  the  nest;  whence  n 
one  over  saw  them  return." 

"And  Eva?  Eva? — Heartless  murderer I*^ 
exclaimed  the  Junker,  irritated  by  passion. 
"  What  concern  have  I  with  the  old  womaa^ 
her  box,  and  her  companion?  Tell  me  < 
Eva — Eva ! " 

"  Am  I  not  spcakiug  of  thy  weU-beloved  ?" 
replied  the  monk  with  great  calmness;  "hoW 
can  the  recital  appear  tedious  to  thee  ? 
next  morning,  at  an   early  hour,   the   prioi)jl 
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krmed  of  tlie   ciicumatance,  onlerod  me   to 

repair  to  the  castle,  and  offer  to  the  favourite 

of  this  redoubtable  prince,   such  refreshment 

and  assistance   as  the  convent  could  furnish, 

On  my  arrival,  a  troop  of  females  received  me 

with  great  clamour ;  the  bailUe  caine  out  also 

to  meet  me  with  every  sign  of  terror  iu  his 

countenance,  saying  that  the  yoimg  lady  had 

ight  the  plague  into  the  castle.     At  the 

le  time  he  opened  a  small  door,  and  I  saw, 

extended  on  a  straw  bed,  the  beautiful  siuner, 

pale  as  death,  yet  still  lovely,  and  wrapped  iu  a 

winding  sheet ;  her  mouth  was  half  open,  her 

bosom  heaved  no  more,  tmd  her  seducing  eyes, 

^^mvered  by  a  veil  of  rich  lace,  were  closed  for 

^^^  At  this  moment  Barncr  uttered  a  cry  of 
^^Bief  that  echoed  tlirough  the  depths  of  the 
^^prest ;  then  suddenly,  with  both  hands,  like  a 

wounded  wild    boar,  seized  the  monk  by  the 

collar  of  his  robe. 

,  inventor    of  falsehoods    worlliy    of 
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hell,"  cried  he,  in  accents  of  despair;  "wherj 
hast  thou  hidden  my  Eva  ?  Where  is  she?" 

"  Dead !  buried ! "  replied  the  monk  in  a  lol 
sepulchral  voice. 

These  terrible  ivords  operated  like  magic  c 
the  impetuous  yotmg  man ;  hia  vigorous  hanjl 
became  uunerved,  he  lot  go  the  monVs  robi 
stepped  back  a  few  paces,  and  fell  heavily  c 
the  ground.     He  had  fainted.     The   fcatu 
of   the   inexorable    Meisebuck    changed 
their   expression ;    he   occupied   himself  ■ 
cooUyj  in  reanimating  the  unfortunate  Barnern 
and  as  Soon  as  the  latter  began  to  revive,  sail 
to  him,  "Why  dost   thou   revolt  against  thfti 
decrees  of  the  Most  High  ?     This  won 
she  not  lost  to   thee?     Canst  thou  not    evei 
find  consolation  in  the  knoivledge  that  no  ( 
can  again  possess  her  on  earth,  and  that  tb 
proud  rival  must  shed  tears   similar  to  I 
perhaps  more  bitter,  because  the  joys  of  1 
ti'iumpb  have  been  of  short  duration,  and  1 
must  Booner  or  later  expiate  them  ?     For  1 
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^t — all  honours  due  to  her  rank  have  been 

mdered    to   thy   well-beloved.      The    baillie 

inclosed  the  body  of  the  sinner   in  a  double 

coffin,  whilst  the  bells  tolled  her  funeral  knoll ; 

id,  accompanied  by  all  the  clergy  of  Gander- 

eim,  she  was  borne  to  the  Carmelite  church, 

^ere  the  office  of  the  mass  and  vigils  were 

Ipid  for  the  repose  and  salvation  of  her  soid. 

i  evening  we  shall  recite  the   last  orisons, 

r  which  they  will  descend  into  the  vaults  of 

lie  ducal  castle ;  at  this  ceremony  I  must  not 

fail  to  assist,  such  being  my  duty." 

,  At  the  conclusion  of  these  words,  the  monk 

wed  his  head,  when  with   surprise  he  saw 

Junker,  who   had  risen  up,   tottering   at 

but    afterwards  walk   with   a  firm   step 

ward  some  pine  trees.     His  arms  were  crossed 

I  his  breast;  his  look  fixed  on  the  ground, 

■d  he  paced  regardless  of  the  hanging  bfanchca 

piich,  wliilst  he  walked  to  and  fro,  camo  in 

mtact  with  his    face.     Suddenly  he    turned 

wards  the  monk;  his  visage,   burnt  by  the 
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sun,  yet  until  then  colourless,  was  fluslied 
with  a  feverish  heat.  With  tiembliug  arms 
he  seized  the  astonished  old  man,  and  with 
a  voice  full  of  emotion,  aaid,  "  Companion 
in  arms  of  my  father:  my  first  master — ^my 
iriend  —  my  demon  —  thou  hast  scourged  me 
with]  serpents  —  thou  hast  stung  me 
scorpions !  Wilt  thou  now  give  me  a  j 
of  affection?" 

"  I  was  the  friend  of  thy  father,  speak ! 
will  serve  thee  in  every  thiug,"  replied  1 
monk. 

"  Conduct  me  then  to  the  cofiin  of  EvJ 
and  let  me  behold  her  for  the  last  time!" 
Klaus,  falling  on  the  shoulder  of  him  wIk 
he  implored. 

"  She  died  of  the  plague,"  answered  Meiai 
buck,  "  a  poisonous  vapour  exhales  from  I 
body;    were    we    to    remove    the   stone  l 
covers  it,  certain  death — " 

"  Ha !    do  either   of  us    fear   death," 
Bamer,    interrupting    Meisebuck    with 
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irony;  he  then  added,  with  earnestness,  "  it 
is  the  last  request  I  shall  ever  make  of  any 
man  in  the  world,  and  canst  thou  then  refuse 
me?" 

"  Wouldstthou  kill  thyself  on  her  coffin?" 
demanded  the  monk  with  an  air  of  sus- 
picion. 

^^  I  am  a  Christian  and  a  Catholic,"  replied 
Bamer,  placing  his  hand  on  his  breast  to 
attest  the  sincerity  of  his  words.  ^^  I  wish  to 
take  leave  of  the  object  of  my  love,  and  to 
pronounce  on  her  icy  hand  the  oath  of  my 
vengeance." 

The  monk  remained  for  a  moment  silent; 
then,  in  a  low  voice,  said,  ^^  Be  ready  to  night 
in  the  cemetery  of  the  CarmeHtes!"  A  gleam 
of  joy  shone  in  the  eyes  of  Bamer.  He  was 
about  to  reply,  but  a  gesture  from  the  old 
man  prevented  him;  and  the  latter  beckoning 
his  clerk,  who  had  awaited  at  some  distance, 
bade  a  hasty  adieu  to  the  Junker,  and  retook 
the  road  leading  to  Gandersheim. 
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CHAPTER  XVII. 


Night  had  ecarcely  spread  her  dark  shadow 
over   the   town,  when  Klaus  Bamer,  faithful 
to  hia  purpose,   entered  the  cemetery  of  the   , 
Carmelite  convent.     He  approached  the  porch  J 
of  the  old  church,  and  seated  himself  on  one  J 
of  the  tombs;   dense  clouds  covered  the  &ceJ 
of  heaven,  permitting  not  a  star  to  be  visiblSj. 
an  autumnal  wind,  humid  and  piercing,  chilled  I 
the  nocturnal  visitor,  who  vainly  endeavoured, 
by   wrapping  his    mantle  tightly    around  him,  I 
to  prcBcrve  himself  from  the    cold. 

Klaus,  on  rei-iewing  in  his  memory  all  his  i 
past  life,  thought  that  the  sum  of  evil  he  ] 
had  experienced  greatly  out-balanced  the  good; 
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L  concluded  with  the  idea,   that  It  would 

happiness   for    him,    could   he    even  that 

ight  quit  the  world  aud  its   many  miseiiea. 

lese  sombre  refiections  were  softened  by  the 

teasing  aud  tender  recollection  of  his  friends. 

The    image    of   poor   Justa,   with    all    her 

innocent  grace  and  candour,   presented  itself 

yividly  to  his  memory;  he   asked  pardon   of 

I  her   for   all    his    ingratitude,   and  took  leave 

her    as    a    dying    person    would    separate 

m    a    tenderly    beloved    sister.      Perhaps 

coui'se  of  his  thoughts,  by   awakening   a 

slutary    tenderness,    would    have    ended   by 

m.giug  his  resolution,   if  the   clock   of  the 

tonastery,   announcing  with  heavy  stroke  the 

iour   of  midnight,  had  not  roused  him  from 

s  profoiind  reverie.     "With  the  last  of  these 

^unds,  the    monk    appeared    before    Klaus ; 

I  arrived   on   the    spot  with  noiseless   step, 

spectre  risen   from    the    abode  of  the 

lead. 

"Art  thou  still  resolved  on  thy  redoubtable 
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enterprise?"  dcmatided  Meisebnck,  taming 
on  Earner  his  dark  lantern,  and  suddenly 
throwing  its  glaring  light  on  the  pale  conn- 
tenancc  of  the  young  man. 

"  Dost  Uiou  already  repent  thy  promise, 
old  bird  of  night?"  replied  the  Junker, 
rising  hastily.  "  Oh !  if  there  remain  any 
humanity  in  thee,  I  conjuie  thee  not  to 
rescind   thy  promise!" 

"Ilic  monk  has  not  forgotten  irhat  the 
chevalier  swore  when  he  first  received  Im 
spurs,"  said  jrciscbuck  gravely,  "to  be  faithful 
to  a  promise  ia  the  duty  of  a  priest,  as  well 
as  of  a  wanior;  yet  I  cannot  refrain  from 
thinking  what  joy  Duke  Henry  will  feel,  on 
learning  that  two  of  his  most  bitter  < 
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Stead  of  proceeding  up  the  nave^  they  took 
one   of  the  lateral  aisles,  the  wall  of  which 
was  covered   with   paintings  and  fiineral  in- 
scriptions.     Meisebuck    led    the     way,     and 
Bamer,  whilst  he  followed  this  singular  figure, 
almost   fancied   it   was  Death   himself,   who, 
veiled,    and  with    floating    garments,    guided 
him,  by  the  light  of  a  feeble  and  mysterious 
luminary,  towards  the  abode  of  eternal  repose. 
At  the  extremity  of  the  aisle  was  a  steep, 
narrow,  and  winding  staircase,  terminated  by 
an  iron  door.     It  was  the  private  entrance  to 
the  vault.     The  monk  opened  it  and  entered. 
Here    slept    the   dead.     Two    rows    of  black 
coffins  were  ranged  ^on   each  side.     The  at- 
mosphere   was    humid    and   cadaverous,    and 
the    awful    silence    which    reigned    around, 
occasioned  a  slight  shudder  to  pass  through 
tiie  frames  of  the  two  beings  who  had  thus 
come  to  trouble  the  abode   of  death, 

*^Give    me   the   light,"   said    Bamer,  in  a 
whisper:  ^^I  shall  easily  find  the  new  coffin. 
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Await   me    liere,     where     tbe     aii'    ia    inorefl 
pure." 

"  Dost    thou    think   Meisebuck    fears 
which  thou  dost  not  fear,  young  man,"  sharp! 
replied     the    old    monk.     "  The    Vulture 
Huudsruck   is    a   companion    who    has   nerc 
fled  in  the  moment  of  danger." 

They  advanced  boldly  into    the    centre  i 
the    gloomy   chamber,    elevated   a    little    thaj 
lantern,  and  proceeded  towards  the  spot,  where 
on  a  pedestal,  newly  erected,  was  placed  t 
glittering    and    richly  ornamented   coffin, 
which    still    remained    a    crown    of  withered 
flowers  and  several  bouquets.     At  the  sighU 
Bamcr  became  so  strongly   agitated  as  to  baS 
obhged   to    support    hhnself   on    the    nearest 
tomb;  where  motionless,  and  nearly  faindng, 
he  watched  the  monk  opeu  the  lantern,  which 
he    placed    on  one    of  the    projections    of   i 
gothic  pillar,  then  taking  out  the  implements  J 
he   had    brought    with   him,    he    commenced^ 
wrenching  off  the  lid  of  the   coffin. 
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The  light,  from    the   situation   in  which  it 

was  placed,  illumined  all  the  vault,  and  when 

the  heavy  lid  was   removed,   they   could  see 

plainly   the    pale    features    of    the    mournful 

!ect  it  contained.      This  sight,  althoi^h  so 

[ently  desired  by  him,  had  a  violent  effect 

on  the  unfortunate  young  man.     With  a  cry 

of  horror,  he  sprang  towards  the  monk,  who 

fflfi   on    the   point   of  opening   the   winding- 

tet,    and   supporting    liimself  on   his    com- 

n's  neck,  scarcely   able  to   stand,   "  'Tis 

'  he  exclaimed.     "  That  which  the  heart 

loath    to    believe,    the     eye    no   longer 

ibts !     Oh !  life  has  lost  its  greatest  beauty ; 

its  lovehest  ornament ;    and  the  tomb, 

:hed    with   such    a    treasure,    becomes    a 

See   what  death  has   done !     The 

loBes  of  her  cheeks  have  given  place  to  the 

paleness     of    wax ;    the    stars    of    her    eyes 

gsess    no     longer    their     fire ;    the    myrtle 

sath   which    adorns    her    forehead    is    not 

i  withered,   yet  the    pride  of  the   creation 


Jias  passed  away  qiiicl^er  tlian  a  frail  brnncli ! 
Oh !  my  Eva,"  contmued  the  tmhappy  Bamer, 
with  wild  despair,  "  oh !  that  my  mouth  by 
resting  on  thy  pale  lips — my  treath  full  of 
life  and  ardour — could  but  cause  life  to  dr- 
culate  again  in  thy  bosom,  or  that  I  could 
share  in  thy  profound  and  eternal  sleep!" 

He  had  already  leaned  OTCr  the  corpse, 
■when  the.  monk,  by  a  sudden  movement, 
frustrated  his  intention,  and  held  him  forcibly 
back. 

"What  Beekest  thou,  senseless  youth?"  he 
said,  with  anxious  tenderness.  "Though  there 
be  none  of  those  postiferoiis  exhalations  or 
cadaverous  odours  which  we  might  hare 
expected  here,  nevertheless,  consider  the  black 
'and  livid  spots  which  cover  these  hands,  and 
forewarn  you  of  danger.  Eememher  also, 
my  son,  that  this  woman  was  the  vile  con- 
cubine of  the  prince,  and  not  an  object 
worthy  the  love  of  an  honest  man.  That 
crown  of  myrtlcj  with  which  they  have  had 
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the  effrontery  to  adorn  her,  as  if  death  had 
struck  some  virgin  head,  ia  an.  insult  to  tiutli 

lad " 

"Hold,  monk!"  exclaimed  Klaus,  distractedj 

Stake  heed  and  guard  thyself  from  outraging 

ase  cherished  remains !     Death  has   erased 

faults.     But   no !     No !     Angels    fall   not 

9  low,"  continued  Bamer,  franctically,     "She 

'is  mine!   it  is  my  chaste   betrothed!     Peatb, 

by    separating    her    from    her    seducer,    has 

united   her   to    me    for    ever."     Whilst   thus 

^b^ving,    he   made    a  violent   ed'ort,    and   dis- 

^^Kngaging  himself  from  the  arm  of  Meisebuck, 

^■■e    advanced    towards    the  corpse,    and  bent 

^Knrer  its  pale  visage,  to  press  his  bujuing  lips 

^^Hn  the  pale  and  colourless  cheeks  before  him ; 

^H^t  the   rapidity   of  his  movement,  and  that 

of  the  monk,  who  still  eudeavoui'cd  to  detain 

him,  caused  Earner  to  lose  his  balance;  his 

foot  slipped,   aud,  instinctively  trying  to  save 

himself  from  falling,  his  hand  pressed  harder 

than  respect  permitted  on  the  veiled  bosom  of 
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Eva.  What  unlookcd-fbi  surprise !  the  cold 
corpse,  with  a  singular  noise,  yielded  under  tlie 
weight ;  and  the  head,  detached  firom  the  body, 
rolled  from  the  white  cushion  on  which  it 
reposed,  as  if,  suddenly  recalled  to  life,  it  wished 
to  escape  from  Uie  audacious  embrace  which 
menaced  it. 

A  piercing  cry,  mingled  with  horror,  fear, 
and  rage,  escaped  the  bosom  of  Earner,  who, 
leaning  on  the  side  of  the  coffin,  fell  upon  the 
base  that  supported  it. 

Meisebuck   quickly   seized   the   light, 
approached  to  examine  the  singular  fragment 

"Stratagems  of  hell!  damnable  impictylj 
he  in  turn  exclaimed.  "  It  is,  indeed, 
vellous  plague  that  makes  the  body  a  mass  of 
rags,  changes  the  entrails  into  hay,  and  the 
members  into  fragile  wax !  And  that  beautiful 
head  !  The  Italian  who  cast  it  has  spared  no 
pains  to  procure  a  resemblance  !  and  for  those 
pestilential  spots,  the  inkstand  of  the  wort 
baillie  has  created  them." 


1  the 


BVA  TOS  TBorn. 


173 


While  thus  examiiui^  die  conttate  of  tlie 
his  features,  naturally  ironical,  i 
Eomething  of  a  &alatiic  ntt ;  bat  that  e 
Eoon  parsed  off,  and  gave  place  to  the  holy 
indignatioQ  of  a  priest,  iamlti-«I  in  all  that  be 
Iwlds  most  sacred. 

^"  Henry ! "  he  exclaimed,  elevating  his  fin^r 
a  menacing  attitude  —  "woithy  vaceal  of 
Beelzebub,  thy  master!  this  impiom  sdictoe 
shall  coet  thee  dear  1  Thoa  shalt  bitteriy 
repent  having  djred  to  profane  the  holy  water 
and  saintly  pravers  by  using  them  for  ihii  infa- 
mous mummery !  Thou  hast  delivered  thytelf 
into  our  hands !  I  will  lay  a  complaint  before 
the  emperor  and  the  popo,  for  this  violalioii  of 
human  and  divine.  Banished  by  one, 
:ommunicated  by  the  other,  thou  thalt,  in 
thy  turn,  wander  in  solitude — impious  Nebti- 
chadneszar !  Thou  ehalt  have  for  companions 
the  wild  beasts,  which,  bj-  thy  furious  and  gross 
inclinations,  tliou  so  greatly  resembleet!     But 
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where  is  she  at  present — that  artful  coiirtezan?'^] 
ctmtinufid  he,  turning  round  to  Barne: 
had  slowly  risen  up,  and  stood  ■watching  atti 
tively  and  with  liEtggaid  eyes   the  actions 
the  old  man.     "  She  is  certainly  not   in 
castle,  for  all  the  chambers  have  been  throi 
open,  and  fumigated  with  yinegar  and  oflier 
ai-omaticB.     Even  the  imirious  Christophel  has 
left  the  place,  under  the  pretence    of  fl; 
from  the  impure  air." 

This  event  had  produced  a  very  contrary 
effect  on  the  two  men  who  witnessed  it.  The 
offence  committed  against  the  church  hud 
highly  exasperated  the  monk,  and  revived  in 
him  all  the  reyengeful  passions  of  an  injured 
man.  But  for  Earner,  the  shameful  plot  b> 
which  Eva  had  lent  herself — the  extent  t£ 
perfidy  manifested  by  the  object  whom  he 
had  so  dearly  loved — ^whilst  it  rent  his  heart, 
enlightened  his  reason,  and  from  that  houi 
cured  his  fatal  love,     Klaus  drew  himself  op 
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s  full  height ;  and  paslung  aside  -with  his 
i  the  broken  image  of  the  beautiful  Eva, 
8  coolly  addressed  Mcisebuck : — 
"Thou  ait  wondrously  short-sighted,  poor 
ik,  if  thou  canst  not  guess  what  the  devil 
3  of  his  prey.  Where  can  ehe  be,  if 
not  at  the  old  castle  of  Staufenberg  ?  Hast 
thou  not  said,  that  the  duke  passed  fiilcen  days 
in  this  den  ?  The  mother  of  the  steward,  the 
old  skilful  Dame  Dankwert,  has  she  not  acted 
the  principal  character  in  this  novel  drama  ? 
The  mistress  of  Henry  is  dead  in  the  cjcn 
of  the  world,  that  the  libertine  may  enjoy  het 
alone  and  without  constraint.  But  that  she 
should  have  consented  to  this  infamous  scheme, 
and  not  a  doubt  of  that  remains,  is  what  I 
consider  most  horrible.  I  will  now  enter  this 
den;  I  will  tear  these  sinners  from  the  ob- 
scnrity  in  which  they  have  wrapped  them- 
eelres.  I  will  throw  bitter  anguish  into  the 
midst  of  theh:  guilty  joys.  At  my  voice  they 
shall  tremble,  as  when  the  trumpet  of  judgment 
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calls  the  dead  from  their  tombs.  They  shall  be 
exposed  in  their  baseness  to  the  eyes  of  all 
Gemiany;  and  when  the  angel  with  his  flaming 
sword  shall  come  to  drive  them  from  theii' 
garden  of  pleasure — " 

Here  the  monk  endeavoured  to  calm  the 
young  man,  whose  violence  increased  with  his 
words. 

"Spai'e  your  advice,  brother,"  said  the 
Junker  hastily,  "  I  have  no  need  of  other 
assistance  in  this  undertaking  than  my  ven- 
geance. To  me  alone  belongs  the  combat! 
This  girl,  stolen  from  the  world — was  she  not 
my  affianced  bride  ? — was  she  not  mine  by  oaths, 
promises,  caresses,  and  pledges  of  love,  with 
which  I  could  have  appeared  at  the  most  bril- 
liant tournaments,  or  even  at  the  emperor's 
court?  But  I  loved  her,  and  confided  in  I 
sincerity!  Now  I  woxHi  revenge  the  outr^ 
oEFered  to  my  feelings  and  faith,  and  that  after 
the  manner  of  the  furious  bear  engraven  on  my 
father's  weapon;  perhaps  this  may  be  the  las 
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time  I  shall  ever  be  armed  with  it.  No  matter ; 
God  protect  the  just !  For  the  present,  Miese- 
buct,  shut  up  these  rags  in  that  deceptive 
coffin;  close  up  the  vault,  and  swear  to  me,  by 
the  friendship  that  bound  you  to  my  father, 
to  keep  this  secret  until  I  shall  have  accom- 
plished my  intention:  the  church  could  not 
have  found  a  better  champion  than  Klaus 
Bamer  to  avenge  her  injury.  Nevertheless, 
when  you  hear  that  Bamer  has  succumbed, 
then  I  permit  you  to  consider  yourself  released 
from  your  promise ;  then  you  may  ring  all  the 
bells  of  your  monastery,  utter  your  most  ter- 
rible ban,  cry  anathema!  and  call  down  the 
vengeance  of  the  church  on  the  guilty  Henry 
of  Wolfenbuttel." 

The  monk  had  listened  with  the  greatest 
attention:  he  was  struck  with  the  sudden 
change  which  had  taken  place  in  the  manners 
of  Bamer;  and  as,  in  each  of  his  grave  and 
terrible  words,  which  promised  scandal  and 
perdition,  he   foresaw   a  prompt  and  bloody 

i5 
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revenge^  lie  took  the  oath  required  by  his  yonng 
Mend ;  yet  Btiprulatiiig^  as  a  condition^  that  the 
term  of  his  discretion  shoxdd  not  exceed  aiz 
months.  Klaus  consented;  and^  after  aiding  the 
monk  to  re-establish  order  in  the  vanlt,  they 
both  quitted  the  spot^  and  instantly  separated^ 
as  the  day  was  not  fax  from  breaMng. 
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CHAPTER  XVIII. 

not,  tliroughout  the  hereditary 
of  BroDswick,  a  moie  favoiirable  place 
I  hide  from  the  eyes  of  the  world  a  mystery, 
such  as  that  involved  in  the  pretended  death  of 
Eva  Von  Troth,  tlian  the  old  castle  of  Staufen- 
bo^.  The  following  will  proye  the  truth  of 
this  obBervation : — In  spite  of  the  reports  which 
were  current  amongst  the  people,  relative  to  the 
profanation  of  which  the  duke  had  been  guilty 
towaida  the  church;  in  spite  of  all  the  re- 
searches made  by  the  jealous  duchess;  not- 
withstanding the  complaints  wliich  a  little  later 
were  laid  before  the  emperor,  not  only  by  the 
towsB  of  Goslar  and  Brunswick,  but  also  by 


1^  »TA  V 

Ae  i«h«hq  of  Eva^  ""^  ^■'  **  aoJtoily  ia- 
wffeanA, — Ae  scxnti  of  tfce  ende  of  Sta- 

vc3,  vrtil  Ae  Une  wfaen  Hesiy,  in.  hk  <U 

enweiited  xt  laM  to  dmilge  &r  fisit  rf| 

jooUi,  and  obtained  fimn  Ac  pope  die  1 

nuzMian  of  hk  dearij-  beloved  i 

lastorj  under  lite  name  of  £itri  He^ry  "^ 

Kirdberg. 

Since  Staofenbei^  bad  become  a 
domam,  a  Htetrard  and  a  few  domestics  bad 
been  iU  only  inhabitants.  Tbe  ^iTirons  had 
been  so  long  neglected,  that  all  the  approaches 
to  it  had  assumed  a  wild  and  sav^e  aspect 
No  other  road  than  a  footpath,  winding  thioogh 
briars  and  bushes,  led  to  those  doors  fonaerly 
so  hospitable,  but  now  closed  to  the  stranger, 
and  surrounded  by  weeds  and  high  grass. 

It  was  well  known  throughout  the  neigh- 
bourhood, that  the  castle  was  uninhabitable, 
with  the  exception  of  a  few  chambers  reserved 
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itirely  for  the  use  of  the  prince,  when  the 
Measures  of  the  chase  led  him  into  this  district, 
which  was  a  considerable  distance  from  his 
ordinary  residence  j  and  the  old  steward,  who 
ided  in  the  castle,  though  devoted  to  his 
iter,  was  a  man  neither  accommodating  nor 
«&hle. 

The  contiguity  of  the  little  town  of  Gander- 
^i&eim  to  the  castle,  far  from  being  an  obstacle 
■to  the  designs  of  Henry,  was,  on  the  contrary, 
sa  advantage,  by  affording  liim  the  means  of 
inmishing  seci-elly,  and  with  facility,  all  that 
necefisaiy  to  render  the  abode  of  Staufen- 
berg  supportable  to  the  mysterious  being  who 
Tpas   henceforth  to  hide  there   for   her  future 


I  For  three  days  lilaus  Baraer  wandered 
around  this  sombre  retreat ;  he  visited  by  night 
va  well  as  by  day,  all  the  approaches  to  it,  and 
carefully  examined  the  gates,  the  towers,  and 
the  wail,  with  the  hope  of  discovering  an 
opening,  a  crevice,  a  breach,  or  whatever  access 
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BugLt  chance  to  offer ;  but  wliereTer  time  had 
made  its  hayoc,  the  dilapidaJdon  had  been  care- 
iuHy  and  recently  repaired.  Nowhere  could 
the  Junker  find  means  of  introducing  himself 
into  tliis  abode,  which,  in  appearance,  seemed 
more  the  haunt  of  the  brigand  than  the  asylom 
of  the  most  beautiful  femalD  in  the  holy  empire:. 
Not  the  slightest  noise  issued  from  the  old 
building;  neither  the  voices  of  servants,  nor 
the  bai'king  of  a  dog,  not  even  that  instinctive 
growl  -when  the  latter  scents  the  footsteps,  and 
makes  known  the  approach  of  a  stranger,  could 
be  heard  through  the  moss-covered,  but  solid 
planks  that  formed  the  grand  entrance  port. 

Day  had  just  dawned,  and  was  slowly  dis- 
engaging herself  from  the  veil  of  night,  when 
Bamer,  who  had  vainly  watched  through  the 
eilent  gloom  for  some  event  wHch  might  &TDar 
the  accomplishment  of  his  desires,  rested  him- 
self, wi-apped  ui  his  mantle,  on  the  moss- 
covered  trunk  of  an  aged  oak.  He  remained 
t^re  in  a,  sort  of  lethargy,  produced  by  &tig[te  ; 
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ace  his  nusfiirtnne,  his  eyes  had  seldom 
repose ;  his  limbs,  mmeired,  refused 
t}ieir  office;  and  his  dejected  soul  had  faUen 
into  a  sort   of  stupor    resembling  sleep,  but 

^■Auch,  fiir  from  re&eshiiig,  like  it,  the  scnsee, 

^ft^y  exhausted  the   remaining   energy  of  his 

^Hfind  and  body. 

^B  He  had  been  for  some  time  in  this  samnolent 
state,  when  a  slight  noise,  a  few  steps  in  aii- 
Tance  of  him,   quickly  roused  his    attention. 

IIhe  sun  had  risen,  and  threw  obHqae  rays  on 
pB  exterior  walls  of  the  uncullivated  gardens 
af  the  castle.  A  small  door,  hidden  by  the 
angle  of  the  -n-all,  creaked  as  it  turned  on  its 
msty  hinges ;  it  opened,  and  a  female  peasant 
issued  cautiously  forth.  She  started  on  behold- 
ing an  unexpected  witness  of  her  motions,  who 
appeared  to  have  watched  her  egress  from  this 
ntysterious  place.  At  the  sight  of  the  old 
woman.  Earner  felt  all  his  strength  of  mind 
return,  and  with  it  his  hopes ;  he  wrapped 
Ins  mantle  closely  around  him,  and  hastily  ad- 
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vanced  towards  the  old  woman,  before  she  had 
time  to  escape  him  by  re-entering  and  clodi^ 
die  door.     He  adtLressed  her  in  a  low  voice— 

"How  fortunate  that  I  have  met  with  3 
my  good  woman;  indeed,  it  is  lucky  for  bo^ 
because  I  have   to  deliver  a  secret  mea 
on  the  part  of  the  duke,  my  master,   to  1 
noble  lady." 

"  What  lady  ?  what  mean  you  ?"   she  stam^ 
mered    out    with    afiright,      "Do    you    then 
know — ? " 

'*  The  confidant  of  the  duke  ought  to  knoi^ 
all  his  secrets,"  he  replied,  ti-ying  to  snuleJ 
"I  know  my  noble  master  by  heart,  see  yoajl 
it  was  I  who  invented  the  masfjuerade,  an^ 
if  you  have  likewise  aided  in  it,  you  will  ( 
well  to  tell  me  what  you  have  done  ;  for  it  t 
through  my  hands  the  rewards  will  pass,  that! 
our  gracious  master  will  bestow  on  those  wh( 
have  served  him  in  this  afiair.  You 
even  double  the  price  of  your  services, 
promising    me    the   means   of   delivering   mj|| 
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mesBage  to  the  noble  lady  in  the  most  secret 
TnaTiner  possible;  for  my  raaster,  haTing  con- 
ceived some  suspicions  ronceming  the  stewaid, 
does  not  wish  that  even  he  should  know  of 
the  interview  which  I  now  demand  with 
I      his  beautiful  lady." 

^L  The  air  of  confidence  with  which  Bamci 
Bfaid  this,  suddenly  untied  the  tongue  of  the 
';     old  woman. 

"Ahj^God  be  praised,''  she  said,  with  great 
volubility,  "you  have  arrived  very  apropos; 
for  notwithstanding  all  my  zeal  in  this  business, 
I  have  never  received  the  least  reward, 
although  it  was  in  my  brown  corset  and 
worsted  petticoat  that  the  beautiful  and  noble 
I  lady  quitted  Gandersheim.  I  brought  h^ 
are  myself,  during  the  darkness  of  the 
igh^  without  fearing  either  spectres  or 
Ngande.  I  delivered  the  dear  child  safe  and 
md,  though  trembling  and  greatly  fatigued, 
^to  the  hands  of  Master  Andrew  the  Steward. 
I  not  failj   I   pray  you,  to  tell   this   to  his 
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highness,  our  master;  for  I  dare  not  presume 
to  approach  his  noble  person  when  he  cornea 
to  visit  the  young  lady.  But  why  have  you 
not  brought  him  with  yon?  Since  the  poor 
lady  arrived  here,  she  has  done  nothing  but 
cry  J  she  has  not  spoken  a  word,  and  seldom 
eats.  It  is,  therefore,  necessary  that  our 
noble  master  should  come  and  console  htx. 
Early  as  is  the  hour,  she  has  already  gnitted 
her  chamber,  for  she  never  closes  her  eyes 
day  or  night.  She  is  at  present  in  tie  garden, 
sitting  so  sorrowfully  at  the  side  of  the  fish- 
pond, that  it  is  piteous  to  see  her;  and,  as  I 
am  attached  to  her  Gervice,  she  has  prayed, 
me  to  go  secretly  to  Gandersheim,  to  find  onC. 
how  things  have  succeeded,  and  how  the  newi 
of  her  sudden  demise  has  been  received.  YoO 
will,  therefore,"  said  the  old  woman,  opening 
at  the  same  time  the  door,  "find  her  quite 
alone;  and  there  is  not  the  least  danger  oi 
being  surprised  by  any  one,  for  the 
yet  sleeps  as  sound  as  a  bell.      But 


I 
I 


JSYA  VON  TEOTH.  187 

forget,  when  you  return,  to  speak  to  our 
master  in  fiivour  of  old  Gertrude!" 

"  Most  assuredly;  but  conduct  me  instantly 
to  her,*'  replied  Klaus,  whose  patience,  at  the 
length  of  the  old  woman's  discourse,  was 
exhausted;  "and  on  your  return,  take  care 
and  leave  this  door  but  half  closed,  that  I 
may  pass  this  way  when  I  shall  have  de- 
livered my  message." 

Gertrude  and  Earner  entered;  and,  after 
bolting  the  door,  she  conducted  him  over  a 
large  space  of  uncultivated  ground,  into  the 
thick  shade  of  an  old  orchard,  which,  j&rom 
neglect,  resembled  a  forest,  the  trees  having 
attained  a  great  height,  whilst  their  branches 
with  the  imderwood  that  grew  at  their  base, 
formed  an  almost  inextricable  labyrinth.  At 
last  they  arrived  at  a  small  grass  plat :  in 
the  middle  of  which  was  a  pond  half  dried, 
and  overgrown  by  bull-rushes,  reeds,  and 
other  marshy  plants.     Through  the  alder  trees 
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and  willows  that  surrounded  it^  the  scru-. 
tinizing  eyes  of  Bamer  quickly  distinguished 
the  lovely  and  deceitful  object  of  which  lie 
was  in  search. 


EVA  VON  TROTH.  189 


CHAPTER  XIX. 

Eva  was  seated  on  an  old  mossy  stone  seat; 
her   attitude  was  pensive,  her  head  gently  in- 
clined; and  something  infinitely  touching  and 
melancholy  reigned  over  her  person.     At  this 
much-wished-for     sight,     Earner,     who     had 
before  thought  to  make  the  guilty  one  tremble 
at  his  glance,  felt  himself  so  affected,  that  he 
stopped    at    a    distance    to    recover    in   some 
measure  from  his  agitation,  whilst  at  the  same 
time  he  looked  upon  her  with  a  transport  of 
feeling  he  could  with  difficulty  master.     What 
a   diflTerence    did   he   find  in  the  Eva  before 
him,  and  that  same  Eva  such  as  she  was  when 
last  he  beheld  her  in  the  castle  of  Wolfen- 
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buttel!  The  simple  and  modest  dress  of  a 
CMtelaine,  had  superseded  the  rich  and  ele- 
gant one  of  the  court  lady;  yet  this  gave  to 
her  beauty  a  modest  gi'ace  that  increased  its 
attiactioa.  The  robe  of  Eva  was  composed  of 
fine  stufi",  striped  with  black  and  red,  the 
numerous  folds  of  which  were  disposed  around 
the  waist  and  from  the  shoulders  in  such  a 
manner,  that  tlie  black,  stiipe,  by  half  con- 
ceaHng  the  red,  gave  the  whole  a  varied  and 
^  capricious  effect.     An  infinite  number  of  small 

^1  gold  buttons  glittered  on,  and  oruamcuted,  her 

^^  stomacher,  and  also  the  tight  cuff  which  tcr- 

^H  minated    the    bottom    of   her    sleeves.      This 

^M  dress  modestly  covered  the  dazzling  bosom  of 

^1  Eva,  and  a  rich  black  lace  ruff,  which  sur* 

^M  lonnded  the  top,  added  to  the  deHcacy  of  her 

^M  face,   which,    iu    paleness,   resembled    a   lily. 

^M  Her  beautiful  hair   was   braided,   and  partly 

^M  confined   by  a   pale,   blue   ribbon,  whikt  the 

^M  remainder    fell    over    hei    ears    aud   neck   iu 

^1  glossy  ringlets.    In  this  simple  attire,  £ra  va» 
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not 


longsr  the  seducing  beauty  of  ducal  IStes; 

noTT   resembled    the    chaste    sjxiuge,   the 

ippjr   mother,    or    the   noble    tnbtrcss   of    a 

ion;  and  under    these   chai'actera,  which 

to    her    the    most    touching   virtues    of 

she    exercised   a  new    and   powerful 

influence   orer   Earner,   whose    love    she    had 

so   cruelly  despised. 

Occupied  entii-eiy  by  thoughts  inspired  by 
sight  of  her  whom,  in  s])itc  of  all  her 
i^rfidy,  he  still  tenderly  loved,  Earner  had 
not  heard  in  what  manner  old  Gertrude  had 
announced  him;  but  he  obserred,  with  secret 
ief  and  contempt,  that  she  roused  heiself 
quickly  from  her  melancholy  reverie,  and  the 
sorrowful  and  gloomy  expression  on  her  coun- 
tenance instantly  diaappeai'ed, 

"A  mess^e  t  from  him  I  where  is  the  man?" 
she  exclaimed  with  joyous  surprise;  and  that 
exclamation  pierced  like  a  sword  the  miserable 
heait  of  Earner.  Unable  to  contain  himself 
longer,  he    let   slowly  fall  the  mantle  which 
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half  concealed  his  person,  and  stood  fixed  and 
modonless  before  Eva,  who  approached  him; 
but  the  lady,  with  great  presence  of  mind, 
mastered  her  feeHngs,  and,  without  evindng 
the  least  agitation,  turned  to  &e  old  woman, 
and  said,  with  a  tranquil  air,  "  Go,  good  Ger- 
trude, acquit  thyself  of  my  commission;  I 
must  speak  n-ith  this  messenger  alone." 

Gertrude,  without  suspecting  anything,  re- 
tired, and  left  them  together.  For  some  time 
they  both  maintained  a  profound  silence, 
"  Earner!"  at  length  exclaimed  Eva,  in  a 
suppressed  voice,  whilst  the  violent  emotions 
of  her  heait  appeared  almost  to  choke  her 
utterance ;  "  Earner !  is  it  you  ?  or  is  it  not 
rather  your  spectre,  thirsting  for  vengeance, 
that  rises  here  before  me?  How  have  you 
discovered  my  abode?  How  have  you  pene- 
trated into  this  place  ?" 

Earner,  without  turning  away  his  eyes,  which 
were  fixed  upon  her  like  a  phantom,  replied, 
eaily  a  whisper — "  I  have  sought  for  you 
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ffhere  I  could  not  find  you,  and  I  now  find 
you  where  you  ought  not  to  liave  been :  I 
have  even  descended  Into  your  sei>ulchrc ; 
I  courted  death  in  a  last  embrace:  but  death 
was  cruel — cruel  as  man — since  he  gave  me 
no  gracious  reception.  In  lieu  of  death, 
despair  has  seized  me  for  ever." 

"Ha!  what!  Have  you  descended  into 
the  church  of  the  Carmelites  ?  Then  all  is 
known  to  you!"  exclaimed  Eva,  wringing  her 
hands  with  anguish,  "  Oh !  then  a!!  is 
lost!   aU!" 

"  What  have  you  now  that  remains  to  be 
lost?"  interrupted  Earner,  with  cold  irony; 
"  honour,  renown,  love,  happiness — have  you 
not  buried  all  in  that  tomb  with  the  deceitftil 
image  of  the  most  beautiful,  the  most  dis- 
honourable of  women?  Oh!  never  can  I  forget 
that  fraud ;  that  hideous  truth  will  henceforth 
be  my  companion  until  my  latest  hour :  such 
is  my  destiny !  Oh !  Eyaj  Era !  how  could 
vou  sully  yourself  thus  by  a  falsehood  so  im- 
IVOL.   r.  K 
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pioBB,  and  striTe  to  deceive  at  the   same  mo- 
ment both  God  and  inan?  " 

"  Alas ! "     said    the    unhappy    girl,    with 
despairing    accent,    "  my    destiny   is   accoi 
plished !     You    are   a  man ;    you    have   bi 
injured;  take  your  revei^e  to  its   fiiUest 
tent.      My    fate,  my  life   is  in  yotir  haudi 
publish    every  thing;    throw  the    fatal  brand 
into  the  hed  of  our  sovereign;    destroy    tile 
noble  and  unfortunate  duchess;  drag  the 
you  have  loved  through  the  sti-ects  and  public 
markets  of  the  town;  place  her  in  the 
by  the  side  of  the  most  miserable  of  her 
lead  her  before  the  door  of  the  church, 
there,   barefooted,  veiled,  and   with   taper 
hand,  let  her  nuike  on  her  knocs  the   confec- 
eion  of  her  shame;  let  her  become  the  object 
of  the  scorn    and  raillery  of  the  crowd; 
have  the  right — exercise  it;  and,  that  the 
trayed   lo^'cr   may  be    avenged  by  the 
humiliation  of  her  who  disdained  him,  lei 
here  she  fell  back  exhausted  on  the  seat. 
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Earner  sliBok  hk  Head  sorrowfully,     "  No, 
ffXra!"   said  he,  with  a  desolate  look,  "it  is 

not  with  that  intention  I  come  here :  if  Iotb 
could  be  so  sooa  effaced,  the  unhappy  Bamer 
old  have  been  &eed  from  his  since  the 
hoar  he  found  you  unworthy  o£  him. 
■  then  could  such  an  effort  be  expected 
eak  woman?  A  prince  knowa  much 
Better  tlian  a  poor  gentleman  how  to  win  the 
affections  of  a  female ;  and  I  can  well  believe 
his  crmined  mantle,  decorated  with  the  proud 
emblems  of  sovereignty,  could  easily  efface 
from  your  heart  the  remembrance  of  a  young 
orphan  without  heritage. 

"  The  dream  of  my  lore  is  past,  and  the 
^B&ghts  which  you  would  give  me  are  buried, 
^Hbe  your  firalts,  in  your  fraudulent  sepulchre: 
I  wish  not  to  reclaim  them.  No !  an  interest 
raic^e  dear,  a  need  more  urgent,  has  conducted 
me  to  the  gates  of  Staufenberg.  Eva!  view  only 
in  Toe  a  faithful  friend,  a  tender  brother;  and 
:  me  to  address  thee  in  thst  language. 
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Eva!  thou  soughtest  the  feet  of  rank  and 
wealth,  aud  thou  hast  there  destroyed  thyaelf, 
even  in  the  flower  of  thy  youth  and  of  thy 
beauty !  Alas !  thy  fault  is  irreparable ;  but, 
Eva !  the  question  at  present  is  something 
more  precious  than  honours,  beauty,  or  happi- 
ness— the  question  is  now  of  thy  conscience. 
How  wilt  thou  one  day  appear  before  God? 
and  how,  when  awaiting  that  awful  hour, 
darcat  thou  to  pray  1  Thou  hast  lived  heed- 
lessly, withoiit  a  thought  of  holy  things  :  this 
is  what  the  Supreme  Judge  wiU  never  pardon. 
Eva!  the  eternal  salvation  of  thy  soul  is  at 
stake !  Thou  hast  deprived  me  of  every  hap- 
piness on  earth;  but  do  not  refuse  me  that  of 
securing  thine  for  all  eternity." 

"  Alas !  what  ought  I  to  do?"  said  the  poor 
girl,  sighing,  and  clasping  her  hands. 

"  Follow  me,"  rephed  Earner,  at  the  same 
time  seizing  her  arm;  "  follow  me;  fly  this 
abode  of  shame  and  sin!  The  road  is  open 
to  us ;    no    one    watches   thee  —  no    one  i 
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trace  oui'  footsteps.  My  horse  is  close  at 
hand :  I  will  conduct  thee,  deai'  bewildered 
:1,  far,  very  far  from  home  —  to  Italy,  to 
Eomej  where  the  Holy  Father  will  absolve 
lee  from  thy  fault  A  convent  will  receive 
itliee,  and  there  tbou  mayest  again  hope,  if  not 
Hbr  happinesB,  at  least  for  that  peace  which 
the  Boul  tastes  when  reconciled  to  God  and 
with  itself.  Eva !  follow  a  faithful  and  tender 
brother :  it  is  the  voice  of  heaven  that  warns 
fliee  by  my  mouth.  By  a  resolution  like  this, 
BO  worthy  of  thee,  that  really  guilty  being, 
thy  seducer,  the  mm-derer  of  thine  honour, 
will  feel  the  punishment  bo  justly  his  due; 
and  when,  m'ged  by  infamous  desires,  he  visits 
this  haunt,  and  finds  not  his  victim,  then  his 
■torments  will  commence  —  then  thou  and  I 
l-will  be  avenged.     Come ! " 

These  last  words,  pronounced  ^ith  an  accent 
which  evinced  all  the  hatred  of  Earner,  made 
poor  Eva  shudder;  she  became  red  and  pale 
by    turns ;    then,   in   a   quick   and   tremulous 
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voice,  saiil,  "  I  cannot !  I  cannot !  1  love  him 
— that  is  my  crime,  if  love  be  one,  I  haye 
sacrificed  all  for  him — ^life,  honour,  renoviu 
It  is  for  him  alone  I  now  exist;  and  I  have, 
coneented  to  become,  on  this  account,  but  the 
spectre — the  wandering  shadow  of  my  former 
self — of  that  proud  Eva,  so  much  prusod. 
I  have  for  him  deceived  friends,  relations,  the 
world;  and  even  sought  to  impose  on  God 
himself:  I  cannot,  then,  cither  quit  or  deceive 
my  heart's  lord,  not  yet  effiice  my  firat  fault 
by  committing  another." 

Bainer  instantly  spiimed  the  hand  which 
he  had  until  then  retained  within  his. 

"  It  IE  well !  Go,  then,  child  of  perdition ! " 
he  exclaimed  with  vehemence ;  "  let  there 
henceforth  be  hatred  betwixt  him,  thee,  sod 
me.  Eternal  hatred,  such  as  exietB  between 
heaven  and  heU !  But  hope  not  to  eiij<^  ia 
peace  your  crimes,  pei'fidiouB  pair!  I  will 
represent  my  grievances  to  the  pope  imd  the 
emperor.     Bamer,   however  humble    he    may 
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will  j'et,  perhaps,  prove  terrible  to  the 
STTOgant  duke  aiid  his  concubine,  and  humi- 
liate tliom  in  the  eyes  of  all  Germany.  I  now 
Elfiftve  thee,  but  thou  wilt  see  me  again;  I 
return  with  tHne  uncle  and  thy  brothers; 
11  break  open  tiie  gates  of  thy  retreat ;  I 
tear  dtee,  by  force,  ftom  the  abyss,  and 
&j  sonl  in  ^ite  of  thyself:  armed  with 
this  poniard,  I  will  Bearek  for  thy  Buhorner; 
I  will  find  him,  and  then  tear  from  him  hw 
life — I  swear  it  by — " 

Eva  shrieked  with  fear;    and,  covering   his 

Ecing  mouth  with  her  hand,  prevented 
from  concluding.  "  Swear  not,  oh, 
er !"  she  cried,  bewildered,  "  thy  oath 
will  kill  me !  By  the  remembrance  of  thy 
firtber,  by  thine  honour,  by  all  that  is  sacred 
fc^ee,  utter  not  that  terrible  oath !" 

'  I  have  already  sworn  it   in   the  vault  of 

Carm^tes,"   he  replied,  Hs  eyes   spark- 

f  -witli  rage;  "  and  a  Bamer  never  breaks 
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his  oath.  This  steel  shall  diiok  the  blood 
of  my  enemy  ! — it  is  like  myself,  thiratiiig 
for  vengeance.  This  glaive,  my  sole  inherit- 
ance, 18  the  only  jeirel  belonging  to  my 
family  wliicli  that  cruel  tliief  has  not  torn 
from  me !  My  father,  my  property,  mine 
honour,  my  love,  he  has  talcen  all ;  he  has 
left  me  but  my  life  and  this  steel  to  avenge 
my  wrongs.  Evil  betide  him !  But,"  con- 
tinued Ivlaus,  with  a  wild  expression,  "  what 
should  deter  me  this  day  from  wounding  him 
in  a  manner  cruel,  bitter,  terrible  ?  And 
even,"  he  murmured  with  trembling  lips, 
"  this,  may  it  not  save  the  miserable  girl 
from  more  frightful  perdition  ? " 

Then,  with  uplifted  arm,  and  features  hor- 
ribly contorted,  he  fixed  on  Eva  a   searching 
look.     She   extended    her    arms,    and 
herself  on  her  knees  before  him. 

"  Kill  nie !"    she  cried,  "  kill  me,    if  thoa 
dost  thirst   for   my  blood  !     But  retract    thy 
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dreadful  oath!  Listen,  Earner!  listen  to  my 
dearest  secret.  Eva  Von  Troth  has  not 
formed  ties  so  disgraceful  as  they  appear  to 
thee.  A  priest  placed  the  left  hand  of  Henry 
within  mine.  Our  secret  union  received  the 
benediction  of  the  church.  Learn,  also,  that 
in  striking  me  to  avenge  thyself,  thou  wilt 
destroy  at  one  blow  an  innocent  babe  and 
guilty  mother;  but,  in  the  name  of  heaven, 
spare  my  Henry !  Oh,  Earner ! "  she  con- 
tinued, in  accents  of  despair,  "  it  is  a  mother 
who  implores  thee  to  spare  the  father  of  her 
infant." 

Klaus  stood  paralyzed;  the  paleness  of  death 
covered  his  features ;  his  eyes  became  dim ; 
and  the  dagger,  escaping  from  his  hand,  fell 
on  the  grass. 

'*  Keep  this  murderous  weapon,"  he  said, 
in  a  voice  scarcely  audible ;  ^^  my  oath  and 
my  life  are  attached  to  it.  So  long  as  it 
remains    in    your    possession  —  your    Henry 

lives.'* 

K  5 
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He  hasjdly  enveloped  hiinBelf  in  his  mantle^ 
loxd  rushed  £rom  that -fatal  spot. 

Eya  took  up  the  poniard^  cast  a  moumful 
look  towards  liie  generous  Bamer^  then  slowly 
retraced  her  steps  to  ihe  castle. 
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CHAPTER  XX. 


It  was  sear  noon  wben  the  yakt  of  Junker 
Bamer  entered  the  court-yard  of  the  eoon* 
xsSloi  and  brewer^  Master  Nettebeck.  He  led 
by  the  rein  the  courser  of  his  master;  but 
the  noble  animal,  reeking  and  covered  with 
sweat,  showed  no  longer  that  tmruly  impeta* 
osity  whidi,  a  few  months  before,  had  made 
him  so  prized  and  admired.  It  being  Sunday, 
a  profound  silence  rdgned  within  the  house, 
SBud  the  sound  of  the  bells  alone  announced 
tibat  tibe  priest  was  going  to  administer  to  the 
£dthful  the  benedictions  of  the  Lord.  The 
fiunily  of  liTettebeck  arrived  soon  after  from 
dwrdi;    and  Justa  uttered  a  joyful   cry  on 
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beholding  the  viilct,  and  recognising  the  stes 
of  her  lover. 

"  Is  it   possible,"    said  Master   Nettebec 
while  addressing  the  valet  with  a  dissat 
air,  "  that  any  one   can  have  the   cruelty  4 
fatigue   a  poor  beast  in  this  manner?  it  isfl 
shame  and  a  sin  to  treat  ibna  one  of  Goc 
creatures.     Have  you  been  charged  with  c 
patches    from    the    emperor  ?    or,   have 
brought   the    edict    of  liberty   of  conscie 
which  we  expect  from  his  justice?     But  whei 
is  thy  master  ?  " 

"  Just  entered  tlie  house,  my  worthy  ' 
replied  Conrad,  soiTowfiiUy,  whilst  his 
glistened  with  teai-s,  "  My  poor  master  ] 
been  very  ill ;  and  I  have  of  late  been  mi^ 
alarmed,"  said  he,  lowering  his  voic 
he  would  altogether  lose  his  senses !  God  ] 
praised  I  his  fast  days  and  wild  rambles 
at  last  finished  1  After  the  tcnible  fevt 
which  detained  us  more  than  fiileen  t 
Gaudersheim,   where    a  good  monk   attend) 


205 


liim  like  a  tender  father,  the  Junker  said  tg 
me,  '  Conrad,  saddle  the  horses,  we  will 
Tcturn  immediately  to  Brunswick :  would  to 
-Cod  I  had  never  quitted  it !'  I  did  not  give 
time  to  repeat  this  order,  and  we 
I  Bet  out  instantly;  but  the  fatigue  of  the 
I  journey  has  completely  exhausted  the  little 
strength  my  master  had  leA  him.  Go  in, 
Master  Nettebeck;  tlie  Junker  has 
I  great  need  of  your  care." 

Justa  had  not  waited  to  hear  the  whole  of 

I  this    detail.     Ailer   the    £i'st  words    she    had 

hurried  to  the  hall,  where  she  thought  to  find 

Earner;  but  how  greatly  was  she   affected  on 

,  seeing    him    so    much    altered.     The    joyous 

l-exclamation  her  lips   were   on    the    point    of 

Ijittering,  changed  into  a  deep   and  moumfiJ 

'  aigh;    she  fell   on  her  knees   near   the  arm- 

I  chair  in  which  Earner  was  reclining ;   so  pale, 

BO  weak,  that  when  he  wished  to    rise   and 

I  aalute  his   worthy  friends,  who  then  entered 
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the    room,    he    found    himself   incapable 
doing  BO. 

"  Good  heavens !"  exclaimed  Josta,  alai 
"  what  has  happened  to  yon?"  And 
tend^'-hearted   girl  pressed  his  cold  hand  ] 


"  I  am  here — I  have  returned 
murmured  Klaus,  with  agitation: 
ended  t  I  am  now  well ;  the  hody  is  ; 
feeble,  but  the  mind  has  conqiiered.  Oh, 
father !  thy  predictions  have  proved  just, 
have  sought  on  the  wild  and  barren  heij 
for  that  happiness  that  was  c^ose 
Justa,  canst  thou  pardon  me  the  error  of 
which  I  have  been  guilty  ?  I  have 
severely  punished!" 

Justa  pressed  the  hand  of  Klaus  to 
palpitating  bosom ;  tears  rolled  down  het 
cheeks,  whilst  she  hastened  to  r^ly,  "  Wh©! 
1 1  not  pardon  thee  ?  Ah !  what  could  I 
suffer  from  thee  without  complaining !" 
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"  But  tell  us,"  Bald  blaster  Nctlebeck, 
"  what  lias  reduced  thee  to  this  state;  and 
what  malady  has  thus  reduced  the  strength 
of  thy  mind  and  body  ?" 

"  The  malady  is  pjust,"  said  Klaus ;  "  Jiista 
fihall  henceforth  be  my  physician;  she  shall 
save  me  firom  »  relapse ;  and  you,  my  "worthy 
godfather,  shall  conduct  me  in  a  better  path. 
I  will  r^Lounce  all  the  rights  of  my  birth; 
I  iriH  despise,  for  ever,  these  vain  preroga- 
tives. I  will  never  more  quit  Brunswick ; 
and,  henceforth,  this  free  city  shall  £nd  in 
we  the  most  faithful  of  her  citizens.  Place 
me  in  the  ranks  of  your  arquebusiers,  or  give 
me  a  squadron  of  cavalry  to  lead  against  tie 
enemy  of  our  citizen  hbei-tics;  the  banner  of 
Brunswick  in  one  hand,  shall  render  the 
sword  in  my  othei'  invincible,  had  I  even 
to  face  Wolfenbuttel,  and  all  his  cavaliers  in 
umonr.  Then  take  her  to  thyself,  Duke 
Henry,"  continoed  the  Junker,  with  increasing 
fury;    "  place    thy  head    under  shelter.     If 
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the    poniard   of  old    Hans  gKtters  no  longi 
at  my  side,  tlie  sword  of  Earner  shall  never 
re-enter  its    scahbai'd   imtil  it   has    drunk    of 
thy  blood," 

This  violent  effort  exhausted  him;    he  ; 
back,   his    eyes    closed,   and    all   around 
thoiight  he  was  on  the  point  of  exph-ing. 

"  Ah!     my   father,"    exclaimed    the    ha] 
frantic  Justa,  "  he  is  dying!"     Her  lips  1 
came  pale,  her  heart  palpitated.     "  Ah ! 
— help!  my  father!    Earner  dies!'' 

Dame  Potentia,  present    at    this    moui'nJ 
scene,  ran  off  for  some  cordials;  tliey  chai 
the  temples  and  hands  of  Klaus  with  vinegi 
and  lavished  on  him   all  their  care, 
Nettebeck   shook    his   head  ;  and  turning 
the  trembling  Justa,  thus  addressed  her  :- 

"  The  ways  of  God  are  marvellous,  but  i 
conduct  to  peace.    Take  courage,  my  child,  ti 
proceeds  firom   weakness ;   it  will  be  notl 
He  has    undergone    some   severe   trials; 
he   will  meet  his  re^i'ard.     He   will  recova 
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and  the  world  shall  again  have  for  h!m  some 
charmE.  It  is  only  in  nuafortune  that  we 
inow  our  real  fiiends ;  and  we  are  his,  are  we 
not,  Justa?  Yea,  take  comfort,  my  child,  all  is 
for  the  best." 

"Do   not  deceive  me,  my  father?"  rephed 

Justa  in  a  broken  voice,  and  she  shuddered 

whilst  feeling  the  pulse   of  Earner,   who  still 

continued  in  a  swoon.     "  lie  is  dead — he  is 

dead;   those   wicked  people   have   broken   his 

heart!     Oh!  if  he  had  but  remained  with  us, 

I  JuBta  would  have  made  him  forget  this  cruel 

I  and    deceitfiU   world !    but   he    is    no    more. 

pGod  be  merciful  to  his  bouI,  which  may  have 

ined,   but  was  never  wicked !     Henceforth, 

I  the  life  of  Justa  shall  be  spent  in  prayer  for 

On    concluding    these    words,    in    a 

manner    nearly    unintelligible,    the     maiden, 

overpowei-ed  with  grief,  fainted. 

"  Bear  her  to  her  chamber,"  said  her  father 
I  to  his  wife,  and  to  the  servants  who  had  run 
I  into  the  room.     "  He  is  not  dead ;  his  pulae 
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re^yes ;  but  this  tdgfat  is  too  beart-rending  for 
4at  tender  girl.  Take  her  away,  I  will  W9ifh 
over  Baxn^r ;  and  if  my  pxesentimeiits  do  not 
deceive  me,  all  will  yet  be  well." 


[Here  there  occurred  a  hiatus  in  the  ancient 
chronicle  from  which  this  history  has  been 
extracted.  The  connecting  lint,  towever, 
of  Ae  events  relatmg  to  ib/B  story  of  Ete 
Von  Troth  have  been  supplied  from  otbflr 
sources,  and  will  be  found  in  the  next  chapter.] 
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CHAPTEE  XXL 

TwEKTY  years  had  passed  away,  and  the  war 
BftiU  eoatiB.'ybed.  Henry  of  Wolfenbottel,  from 
die  Tudesice  of  his  temper,  had  lost  the  greatest 
port  of  his  allies,  whose  aid  was  necessary  to 
eaaUe  him  to  rednce  the  town  of  Brunswick 
to  subjection.  During  this  lapse  of  time,  truces 
and  short  peaces,  too  slightly  cemented  to  be 
lasting,  had  permitted  both  parties  to  take 
lareath ;  and  the  ^^  snarling  dogs  of  Brunswick," 
a  name  which  had  been  bestowed  on  his 
esemies  by  Duke  H^ory,  profited  by  such 
intervals  of  leisure  to  take  measures  whidx 
vi^t  enable  them  to  resist  the  autJiority  of  a 
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despotic  prince,  whoee  vengeance  diey  knew 
to  be  insatiable. 

From  the  depths  of  tlie  cloieter,  where  he 
had  found  an  asylum,  the  ardent  and  im- 
placable Mcisebuck  daily  created  fresh  embai- 
rassmcnts  for  his  enemy,  and  kindled  the  public 
hatred  by  a  thousand  artifices,  until  Ms  name 
had  become  a  war-cry  amongst  the  cheraliers 
of  Ix>wcr  Saxony.  One  of  them,  Klaus  Bamer, 
whom  the  duke  had  deprived  of  a  father,  and 
stripped  of  all  his  property,  openly  declared 
himself  the  inveterate  enemy  of  his  sovereign; 
and  in  the  height  of  his  resentment  renounced 
all  his  titles  of  nobility,  with  whatever  else  had 
constituted  hini  vassal  to  Duke  Henry,  and 
enrolled  himself  amongst  the  citizens  of  Bmns- 
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defending^  with  the  arquebusiers  under  his 
command,  the  ramparts  of  the  city,  and  often, 
at  the  head  of  his  brave  chevaUers,  making 
excursions  to  the  very  gates  of  Wolfenbuttel, 
lYithin  the  walls  of  which  he  had,  more  than 
once,  the  gratification  of  seeing  his  enemy 
compelled  precipitately  to  retreat. 

Henry  saw  but  too  well,  by  the  regular 
conduct  and  discipline  of  the  troops  directed 
against  him,  the  merit  of  the  chief  who  com- 
manded them;  and  it  was  not  without  great 
vexation  that  he  was  informed  Klaus  Bamer 
was  the  commander  who  opposed  him.  He 
felt  that  it  was  a  war  of  extermination  that 
must  take  place  between  them,  and  that  no 
submission  was  to  be  expected  from  the  rebel 
town,  so  long  as  Bamer  held  any  influence 
in  its  councils;  whilst  Bamer,  on  his  part, 
neglected  no  occasion  to  prove  to  him  that  his 
hatred  was  not  extinguished,  and  that  the  desire 
of  avenging  his  father's  death,  a  sentiment  never 
to  be  erased  from  his  heart,  was  his  only  aim. 
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In  this  extremity,  the  duke  found  himseif 
incessantly  harassed,  being  often  compelled  to 
seek  a  disgraceful  shelter  within  the  walla  of 
"VVolfenbuttel, — attacked  in  the  vwy  heart  of 
hia  dominions  by  the  light  troops  of  Mansfield, 
— unahle  to  obtain  any  aid  from  the  emperor, 
at  that  time  too  much  occupied  by  his  own 
affairs, — and,  finally,  alarmed  by  the  alliance  of 
the  margrave,  Albert  of  Brandenberg,  and  his 
cousin  Eric  of  Hanover,  who  had  botli  resolved 
on  turning  tlieir  arms  against  him,  he  i 
aeide  all  rehgious  hatred  which  had  served^ 
a  pretext  for  hia  violence,  forgot  his  scmpl 
and  artfully  opposed  to  the  league  of  hia 
enemies  one  still  more  singular,  by  attachiaf; 
to  his  cause  Maurice  a!  Saxony, 
admirer  of  Luther,  and  his  cousins  of  Lui 
berg,  also  Lutherans. 

Thus  were  formed  two  confederations  ^ 
unequal    as   to    strength,    and    which  i 
to   Germany,  that   had  for   thirty   years 
engaged  in  religious  wars,  the  novel  aspect 
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a  conflict,  wherein  religion  was  forgotten  or 
pat  aside  to  make  way  for  persooal  intcresL 
The  burghers,  on  their  part,  seeing  the  princes 
preparing  for  war,  took  also  precautionary 
measures  to  fortiiy  themselves  against  any 
attack  which  might  be  made  by  the  Etronger 
party.  All  the  towns  belonging  to  that  for- 
midable le^;ue,  called  the  Hanseatic,  sharp- 
ened theu'  pikes,  and  mounted  their  cannon. 
The  citizens  of  Biimswick  ivere  among  the  first 
to  prepare  for  war ;  but  whether  it  was  from 
pride,  natural  carelessness,  or  having  become 
I  habituated  to  these  political  convulsions,  they 
did  not,  however,  in  the  midst  of  all  its  horrors, 
abstain  from  any  of  those  amusements  they 
were  accustomed  to  enjoy  in  time  of  peace. 

The  great  fete  of  Brunswick  ^vas  held  on  the 
day  of  St.  John,  which  the  burghers  prepared 
to  celebrate  with  its  accustomed  splendour.  In 
the  midst  of  the  din  of  arms,  and  the  activity 
obseiTable  in  that  rich  and  glorious  city,  were 
heard  music,  dancing,  and  rejoicing,  mingled 
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with  the  voices  of  officeni  exercisiDg  &eii 
troops  on  the  ramparts,  which  had  been  fiiUy 
repaired;  and  those  citizen  warriors,  whilst 
they  held  the  flagon  in  their  hands,  watched 
the  movements  of  an  enemy  on  the  distant 
plains,  and  seemed  to  defy  the  peril  which 
awaited  them. 
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CHAPTER  XVII. 


It  was  the  F6te  of  St.  John,  1553,  and  the 
inhabitants  of  Brunswick  were  preparing  to 
celebrate  it  with  the  accustomed  solemnity. 
On  the  esplanade,  situate  before  the  Fetri- 
thore,*  were  assembled  all  the  young  people 
-the  town  contained;  youth,  beauty,  and  gaiety 
abounded,  and  none  but  the  infirm  and  old 
remained  witibin  the  walls  of  the  city.  A 
company  of  burghers  guarded  the  fortifications 
of  £gidinsthore,t  situated  on  the  side  of  Wol- 
fenbuttel,   and  were   charged  with  protecting 

^An  old  gate  fortified  at  that  period,  but  at  present 
nearly  in  ruins. 

t  Another  andent  entrance  called,  at  present,  Port 
Augustus. 

VOL.   I.  L 
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the  pleasures  of  their  joyous  fellow-ciliz 
and  with  eeeing  that  nothing  should 
to  trouble  the  most  brilliant  of  their  £ 
feasts.  To  give  every  one  an  opportunity,! 
partaking  in  the  pleasure,  the  captain-gent 
took  care  to  have  these  posts  fireq^aefl 
relieved,  a  matter  which  was  easily  eSeci 
without  occasioning  the  least  disorder; 
as  the  town  was  at  wet,  every  citizen  ' 
ai-med,  and  at  the  fir^  call  of  the  > 
his  corps,  quitted  the  scene  of  pleS 
without  murmuring,  to  perform  the 
assigned  to  him  by  his  captain.  The  advj 
redoubts  were  crowned  with  formidable  i 
verins,  and  served  by  veteran  arquebnsi 
and  this  Hne  of  brazen  mouths,  surrounded 
by  grave  and  silent  sentinels,  formed  a 
piquant  contrast  with  the  joyous  tumult  and 
laughing   faces  of  the   crowd  below. 

The  vast  extent  of  ground,  one  extremity 
of  which  reached  as  far  as  the  waters  of 
Ocker,  could  scarcely  contain  the  great  nan.- 
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W  of  persona  who  arrived  from  all  the 
tieighbouriiig  villages  to  take  part  in  the 
pleasures  of  this  festive  scene,  so  celebrated 
over  all  the  country,  and  which  war,  with 
ail  its  horrors,  had  not  been  able  to  interrupt. 
Nothing  was  neglected  that  could  charm 
the  taste  OP  eyes  of  the  spectators,  and  ren- 
der it,  at  once,  pleasing   and   seciire. 

At  one  end  of  the  plain  had  been  erected 
a  target,  in  the  centre  of  which  was  painted 
a  heart,  "a  very  showy  mark,"  says  the  old 
chronicle,  "and  one  which  the  brave  arque- 
busiers  always  selected  when  they  marched 
ag^Dst  the  enemy  of  their  ancient  privileges." 
Facing,  and  not  far  from  the  Petri thore, 
was  the  old  grey  house,  called  Schutzenhause," 
and  before  which  the  vigorous  arquebusiers 
pressed  in  crowds  to  get  their  names  enrolled 
on  the  register,  and  to  determine  the  order 
in  which  they  should  shoot.     On  the  pointed 
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roof  of  the  Schustzand,  *  floated,  majestically'', 
the  standard  of  Brunswick;  and  all  the  youthful 
and  robust,  with  their  caps  ornamented  with 
green  ribbon  and  a  branch  of  oak,  impatiently 
awaited  there  the  commencement  of  the  ISte. 
Under  a  bower,  formed  of  the  branches  of 
trees,  and  placed  half-way  between  the  can- 
didates for  the  prize  and  the  target,  were 
seated  the  captains  of  Brunswick,  whose 
business  it  was  to  judge  of  the  skilfulneH 
of  the  marksmen,  to  maintain  order  amoDgst 
them,  and  to  note  down  the  good  shots,  w 
as  to  be  able,  in  the  evening,  equitably  M 
distribute  the  prizes;  but  above  all,  that  of 
the  golden  crown,  called  the  royal,  whict 
the  conqueror  had  tlie  privilege  of  keeping 
for   the  whole  year. 

At  the  numerouB  windows  of  the  Schut- 
zenhause  were  to  be  seen  the  respectable 
burgomasters,    the    members    of    the    senate ^ 
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,;,  :members  of  council,  chamberlains,  and  arcbi- 
%  Jtects,  all  in  their  gala  habits,  and  with  their 
4tttrched  collars,  gold  chains,  and  other 
|B«gma  of  their  dignity.  Among  this  honour- 
[  able  assembly  were  mingled,  like  flowers  on 
2^  iBtkB  side  of  sterile  rocks,  the  wives  and 
I  flaoghters  of  the  noble  patricians;  and  whilst 
1     &e  Iktter  were  careful  that  no  disorder  should 

I 
I  ■ 

V  trouble  the  tranquil  dignity  of  the  £^te,  the 
;  £Mrmer,  on  the  contrary,  tried  by  ardent  looks 
|o  inflame  the  hearts  of  the  young  men, 
intoxicate  their  senses  by  the  dazzling  white- 
ness of  their  necks  and  shoulders,  and  by 
iiirtive  glances  and  smiles  of  love,  to  throw 
ihe  brand  of  jealousy  and  discord  amongst 
the  young  chevaliers,  whose  violent  and 
hasty  quiaxrels  for  the  most  part  ended  in 
bloodshed. 

The  remainder  of  the  ground  between  the 
Schutzenhause  and  the  town,  presented  the 
^pect  of  a  fair  and  a  camp.  Tents  of  white 
linen  and   shops    of  various   descriptions,   in 
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wliich  were  sold  by  auction,  or  lottery,  all 
sorts  of  merchandise  and  prorisions,  formed 
entire  streets.  On  every  aide  issued  an 
agreeable  and  piquant  odour,  arising  from 
different  viands  onder  culinary  process.  In 
one  part  were  roasting  fat  geese  and  poukry 
of  all  kinds;  in  another  were  tables  covered 
■with  immense  pieces  of  roast  beef,  hams, 
sausages,  broiled  fish,  tarts,  cakes,  and  all 
sorts  of  pastry — in  short  all  that  could  excite 
the  appetite  of  the  crowd,  whilst  batteries  of 
tuns  and  bottles  invited  them  to  quench  ihsii 
thirst;  yet  amidst  this  prodigious  abundance 
of  every  thing,  there  was  not  a  tent  or  shop, 
however  mediocre,  but  had  its  drinker** 
buyers,  or  amateurs. 

In  all  parts,  orchestras  and  dancing-room'* 
augmented  the  general  bustle.  High  pole*^ 
erected  and  decorated  at  certain  distances  h^ 
dresses  and  glittering  toys,  ex  erased  th^ 
strength  and  agility  of  the  young  men,  who-^ 
clinging    to   the    polished    and    soaped    post^ 
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shouted,  according  to  the  custom,  "  "Wei: 
will  meine  braut  seyn?"  ("Who  will  be  my 
bride?"J  at  the  same  time  seizing  oae  of  the 
objects  which  were  to  reward  their  skill,  and 
throwing  it  amongst  the  people,  who  received 
it  with  loud  applause.  The  one  who  ancceeded 
in  attaining  the  top  of  the  pole,  was  pre- 
sented, on  descending,  with  an  enormous  cup 
t(rf  wine  to  drink  to  the  prosperity  of  the 
(own  and  the  health  of  its  worthy  magistrates, 
who  assigned  the  precious  beverage  as  the 
prize   of  the  conqueror. 

Amidst  the  crowd  of  buyers,  sellers,  and 
■as  to  he  seen  the  celebrated  "hans- 
which  is  Btill,  at  the  present  day, 
has  been  for  the  last  three  hundred 
years,  the  chief  amusement  of  the  German 
people.  The  black  and  white  coat,  the  small 
mask  of  the  same  colour,  and  the  wooden 
4Woid,    distinguished   him    from    the    crowd 
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■Hantwursli   "German   Harlequin! 
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which  evBrywhere  received   him   with   accla* 
mations    of   joj.      This    facetious    personage 
pressed  through  the  multitude,  tapping   witli; 
his  wand  the  bent  back  of  Bome  old  womi 
or  squeezing  the  waist  of  a  young  one.    Wil 
one    leap   he   bounded    over   the   head   of 
noble  couple   walking  demurely  along,  rolled 
himself  on   the    grass    with  a    heap  of  little 
V ^abends,    perfonned    a   thousand   ridiculous 
feats,  and  excited,  on  his  passage  through  the 
crowd,  gaiety,  laughter,  or  anger,  by  his  bon- 
mots,  jokes,  or   annoyances. 

In  other  places,  were  young  boys  tied  in 
strong  sacks  up  to  their  necks,  who,  by  ai 
thousand  ridiculous  postures  endeavoured  to! 
reach  a  stake  driven  into  the  ground, 
the  top  of  which  was  placed  a  piece  of 
money.  Other  children,  with  their  hands  tied 
behind  them,  tried  to  catch  with  their  mouths 
cakes  covered  with  honey  and  preserves,  and 
suspended  over  their  heads  by  a  string,  and! 
if  at   last  they  succeeded  in  8ei2dtig   one 
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(em,  it  was  not  before  llieir  faces  were  well 
Baubed. 

In   the   midst  of   cries,   roars   of   laughter, 
songs,  and  fray  and  din  of  the  most  uncouth 
description,  were  heard,  from  time  to  time,  the 
leport  of  arquebnaes,   the   rolling   of  drums, 
.  the  sounds  of  trumpets,   which   denoted 
H  good  shot.     To  these  were  added  the  cries 
of  women  and  children  pressed  by  the  crowd, 
the   discordant  songs   of  the  drunkards,  and, 
above  all,   the  monotonous  call   of  the   mer- 
chants  offering   to   the    spectators  their  "  last 
^Jottery  ticket,"    and   their   "best   merchandise 
^|b  the  lotcest  possible  price." 
^P  Notwithstanding    the    union   *f    discordant 
sounds,  an  incident,  trifling  in  itself,  but  which 
in  the  then  existing  state  of  war,  might  have 

tin  serious,  suddenly  attracted  the  attention 
those  who  were  standing  near  the  banks 
01  the  Ocker,  and  caused  them  some  dis- 
quietude. A  troop  of  armed  young  men, 
Iptuously  habited,  appealed  on  the  oppo- 
l5 


rite  bank,   entered   into  &  large   boat,   wbicM^^^ 
ihej   immediately   pushed    off,    and    directeci^^^tft 
their  course  towards  the  astonished  spectators^  "^trtB- 
IKie  soldiers  on  the   rampartB  protecting  lh»jrff3lie 
fite,   as    also   the   burghers,    who   were    stiLt-i^'Til' 
nnder   arms,   were  immediately  on   the    alert* "^* -rii 
fearing   a   surprise   from   the  enemy:    but  as-^*    ^s 
the   boat   approached   the   bank,  amongst  th^-tie 
foremost  of  those  constituting  ita  freight,  wer^^"^** 
recognised    Christopher    Hantelman,    Georg^^*"^ 
Seigneur   of  Stromberg,   the  two  brothers 
Dansmann,   Guy  of  Walpke,  and   Karl  BlU' 
menhagen,      and     every     disquietude     ceased.   — — 
The  eons  of  the  first  patrician  famiUes  came 
forward   to    meet   them;   and  all   classes,   by 
joyous  acclamations,  welcomed,  on  their  land- 
ing, these  brave  young  nobles,  who  had  come 

1  to    participate   in   the    iete    of    their     native 

',  town. 

Amongst    these    youths    was    observed    a 

I  stranger,  who,  for  beauty,  form,  and  nobleness 
of  manners,  bore  the  palm  from  his  companions. 
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s  yeiing  unknown  had  scarcely  attained  tbe 
Bge  of  manhood :  the  delicacy  of  hia  features, 
the  fairness  of  his  complexion,  and  the  mildness 
of  his  hazel  eye,  would  have  made  one  believe 
that  some  damsel  was  hidden  under  the  che- 
valier's doublet.  His  well-formed  neck,  which 
was  bare,  was  surrounded  by  a  collar  of  rich 
lace;  and  the  golden  locks,  which  floated  in  rich 
curls  over.his  shoulders,  would  have  confirmed 
the  suspicion,  had  not  the  small  moustaches 
^ch  ornamented  his  delicate  mouth,  suffi- 
mtly  indicated  the  sex  to  which  he  belonged, 
s  depoitment,  and  the  elegance  of  his  dress, 
mounccd  the  scion  of  souie  noble  house, 
;  Tclvet  of  his  doublet  was  of  the  first 
ality,  his  shoulder-knots  of  Ught  blue  nbbon 
fere  trimmed  with  silver  lace,  and  a  white 
:  waved  in  his  cap;  the  handle  of  his 
1,  as  well  as  the  scabbard,  was  of  exquisite 
trkmanship,  and  a  beautiful  poniard,  of  tin- 
r  shape,  enriched  with  emeralds  and  rubies, 
i  passed  negligently  through  his  belt,  and 
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attested  that  the  unknown  was  accustomed  tW      ^ 
magnificence. 

The  day  before,  these  yoong  patricians  haw.^-*^™ 
made  a  pedestrian  excursion  to  the  HartJ"*-*^ 
moimtMns,  and  had  there  met  on  the  8ummri-«:**°^ 
of  the  celebrated  Brocken  with  this  youn^*^^*-*''g 
stranger,  who,  bold  and  ardent  like  themselves^^'^^"^*! 
■was  climbing  the  sides  of  these  rugged  moun—  .c*Jn- 
tains  and  precipices,  accessible  only  to  tht^»  «nlie 
chamois,  and  whose  sole  aim,  in  those  dangerous  c 
excursions,  was  to  invigorate  his  body  and 
ornament  his  cap  with  bouquets  of  wild  flowers 
from  the  summit  of  the  mountains, — simple 
trophies  of  his  adventurous  rambles. 

Youth,  so  susceptible  of  friendship,  think* 
not  of  inquiring  either  of  rank  or  riches,  and 
6  no  other  passport  than  that  imprinted  by 
oature  on  the  face  of  hei  children.  This  casual 
acquaintance,  on  arriving  at  the  nearest  inn, 
became  quickly  cemented  over  a  few  glaeaes  of 
[  bad  wine ;  and  the  youthful  stranger,  declaiing 
r  himself  free  "  as  the  eagle  of  the  rock,  or  the 
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[ikeT  of  the  Hartz,"  was  easily  perBuaded  by 

'sis    new   companions    to    accompany   ttem  to 

le  FSte  of  St.  John,   celebrated  annually  at 

iswick,  their  native  town,  and  renowned 

er  all  Germany. 

The  small  troop  of  chevaliers  became  sepa- 
id  by  the  crowd ;  some  stopped  at  the  tables, 
lere  they  found  their  relations,  others   had 
attracted   to    the    ball-room;    and  there 
ly  remained  with  the   stranger  the  modest 
istopher,   to    whom  the  ladies  had   given 
the  name  of  "handsome   Joseph,"   and  Karl 
Slmnenhagen,    aumamed    the    troubadour    of 
BninBwick.     These  alone  remained  with  their 
guest;  and  after  showing  him  what  they  con- 
ceived  to    be  most   worthy  his   notice,    they 
■ducted  him  to  a  part  he  had  not  yet  visited, 
tt  which  thej   had  reserved  for  the  last,  as 
presenting    a    sight     the     most     remarkable. 
Making  their  way  througli  the  crowd,  which 
was  composed  of  the  highest  and  most 
lectable    classes,    they     found     themselves 
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ibefore  a  verdant  platform,  Burroundcd  h^*^*^ 
(white  palisades,  and  protected  by  halberdier^"*  "^^ ' 
who  prevented  the  curious  from  approaching*:^*®' 
(too  near.  Two  of  these  soldiera,  with  theiii-^^-*"^' 
pikes  crossed,  stood  before  the  small  gate^*^-^'^' 
whence  a  sandy  walk  conducted  to  the  top  oi«>  *"*' 
the  platform.  This  place  offered  a  coup-d'ceil,  J-*^*  ■■ 
that  recalled  to  the  imagination  the  marvellous  *^*'" 
tales  in  the  Arabian  nights,  or  one  of  the  s 
paradises  of  Mahomet. 

In  the  centre  of  this  platform  were  erected,  .»" 
in  the  form  of  a  crescent,  six  tents  of  silt,  vying 
■in  colours  with  the  rainbow;  while  garlande, 
formed  of  the  most  brilliant  summer  flowers, 
-were  suspended  from  one  tent  to  the  other. 
In  each  of  these  tents  were  seated,  in  gilded 
.arm  chaii-s,  two  young  ladies  elegantly  and 
richly  dressed,  and  chosen  by  the  grand  council 
from  amongst  the  most  beautiful  and  virtuotu 
females.  Before  each  of  these  lovely  couples 
was  placed  a  table  richly  gilded,  and  the  ■feet 
jn^7u£cent1y  carved,  bearing  a  silver  ra^e,  in 
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whicli  was  a  bouquet  of  flowerB  all  of  the  same 
species  and  colour;  also  an  elegant  chess-board, 
a  dice-box,  and  three  silver  dice.  No  other 
person  was  seen  near  these  tents  but  an  old 
senator,  pacing  from  one  to  the  other.  From 
time  to  time  were  seen  ascending  young  che- 
retliers,  or  rich  strangers,  who,  with  joyous  look 
pd  hope  in  their  eyes,  would  enter  the  tents, 
bd  taking  the  dice,  throw  them  fearfully;  then, 
r  the  senator  had  made  known  their  destiny, 
with  pale  look  aud  disappointment 
^6tured  on  their  countenances, 
r  "What  means  this  strange  spectacle?"  en- 
irod  the  yonng  stranger  of  his  two  friends. 
*.I  have  seen  many  fetes  in  Germany,  but 
ever  any  thing  equal  this;  when  I  look  on 
lose  varied  colours  of  blue,  green,  yellow, 
red,  and  violet,  and  the  lovely  creatures 
Jiiich  they  shelter,  I  cannot  but  think  there 
I  here  some  emblematical  meaning  which  I 
innot  at  all  comprehend." 
■  "  Yoa   are   not   mistaken,  my  friend,"  re- 
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plied  Christopher;  "all  this  is  fiJl  of  mysterj^t:'*^' 
and  the  game  you  see  there,  is  as  danger  out  *:''0^ 
tis  the  sight    of   the    bewitching    sirens    who-tf  "^"^ 
preside    over    it.     The    people    name    it  th»-tC*"^* 
''Groel,"   and   it   is   not   with  impijnity   thejf^^^^^^^ 

L  attempt  it  People  of  the  highest  rank,  afa^  ^ 
OS  well  as  those  in  humble  station,  have  pre— ^*'*'^®' 
Jtented  themselves  here  to  try  theii'  luck  aC*-^  " 
this    game,    which    is    one    peculiar    to    our  -«-*-*'■ 

I  town ;     but     thousands     have     lost     in     the 

I  Attempt,   their  gold,   t^eir    repose,    and   their 
happiness." 

"Thou  representest  this  too  seriously," 
interrupted  the  jovial  Karl ;  " '  he  who  nothing 
risks,  nothing  gains.'  This  is  my  motto,  and 
he  who  follows  the  road  that  conducts  to  the 
top,  is  not  compelled  like  a  man  led  to  the 
gallows.  Besides,  Dame  Fortune  does  not 
always  prove  a  capricious  prude.  Did  I  not 
■win  on  that  platform  one  of  the  most  beau- 
tiful  mandolins    of    Verona  ?    and    did    not 

I  Stromberg  gain,   in   a  few  minutes,  the  best 
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war     steed     in    the     stable     of     our     noble 


no 
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■'But  explain  yourself,"  said  the  stranger, 

"  all  this  avails  me   nothing." 

"   Well    then,    my  friend,"   continued  the 

lively  speaker,    "  though  you   only   perceive 

about    a    dozen    seducing    Susannas,     and    a 

bearded  old  senator,  their  guardian,  there  is 

not  in  the  treasury  of  the  prince  a  jewel,  nor 

all  the  holy  Roman  empire,  a  spot  so  rich, 

magical,   as  the  little  hill  now  before  us. 

you  have    the   temerity  of  Siegfried,*  the 

Invulnerable,  you  may  gain  and  bear  off,  in 

twinkling  of  an   eye,  all   the  treasure  of 

Nibelungen;    for    this    purpose    you   must 

rend  the  platform,  stop  before  one  of  those 

palaces,  which  you  please ;  make  a  polite 

erence  to  the   ladies,  and  proclaim,  aloud, 

prize  for  which  you  wish  to  play ;  whether 

be    a   purse   lined    with    florins,    the    best 

*  The  hero  aS  an  old  Germui  poem  of  the  middle  D;e, 
Ititled  the  Nibelungea. 


house  in  tbe  town,  the  imperial   crown,  witk-l 
all   its   diamonds,   or  even  the  beard   of  thft^ 
Grand  Sultan;    no   matter,  you  ijrill  have  it;:l 
Or,  if  hy  chance,  yoa  would  become  one  ( 
our  ciciacns,    or    desire   the  place   of  Burgo- 
mocter  of  Brunswick,  a  cup  of  Chenish  winej 
or  the    place    of  bell-ringer    at   Saint  Peter's, 
all  will  be  alike  at  your  disposal.     There  have 
been  some  fools  absolutely  silly  enough  to  play 
for  a  cream-cheeae,  the  suet  of  gnats,  and  t 
hair  of  Jirogs.     However,  if  the  lady  conseiU 
to  your   conditions,  you  place  the  dice  in  t 
box;  if  yon  throw  a  Pair  Royal,  you  win,  ana 
then  the  Senator  is  obliged  to  procure  you  the 
object  you  giun,  were  it  even  his  own  senfi- 
torial    manBion,     If    you    throw    not 
royal  — " 

"Well,  then,  what  shall  I  lose — what  3 
the   stakes  ?"     said   the   stranger    with  impaf! 
tience,  whilst  his  eyes  were  continually  fixei 
on  the  platform, 

"Ah!. there  rests  the  difficulty,"  said  Kaj 
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Bmilmg.      "  That    old    man    wiiom    you    see 
there,    has    the  right    of  ^ilacing   against  the 
prize  for  which  you  play,  a  stake  of  his  01 
choice;  and  if  you   fail  in   your   throw,  you  | 
are   compelled    to   pay,  for   the  lawB   of  thia 
game    are    very  severe,  otherwise  these  hal-   ] 
berdiera     will    seize    upon    tlic     unfortunate 
gambler,   and  carry  him   o£F   without  mercy, 
to    that    agreeable    prison,   the    tower,   where 
he    must   remain   imtil    he    can   produce   the  I 
stake,  or  purchase   his   liberty.      More    than   | 
one  thoughtless  youth  has  expiated  his  auda- 
rity  in  one  of  those  prisons,  where  the  only 
nourishment  he  received  was  black  bread  and 
a  pitcher   of  water.      But   you   are   not   lis- 
tening to  me,"  said  Kail,  "you  are  like  one 
who  has  lost  his  senses;  what  is  it  you  are 
watching  so   attentively  above?" 

"  I  have  been  listening  to  you  with  all 
my  ears,"  replied  the  stranger,  whose  cheeks 
were  covered  with  blushes ;  "  but  tell  me, 
dearest  Karl,  who  ia  that   charming  girl  on 


the  left,  in  the  green  tent,  and  nearly  hidden 
by  that  vase  of  white  roses.  Her  aubiim 
hair,  the  tresses  of  which  seems  like  chains 
destined  to  hold  captive  all  hearts,  rises 
above  her  alabaster  forehead,  and,  like  a 
second  tower  of  Babel,  is  capable  of  bewil- 
dering the  senses  of  all  who  behold  ber." 
L  *'You  are  very  poetical  in  your  compa- 
fKisons!"  said  the  facetious  Blumenhagen ;  "  1 
must  tell  yon,  then,  that  lovely  and  honoured 
girl  is  the  beautiful  Eva,  the  virtuous 
daughter  of  the  most  valiant  and  respected 
citizen  of  this  town,  Klaus  Bamer,  captain- 
general  of  the  Brunswick  forces,  whose  heart 
fears  not  the  infernal  enemy  himself,  and 
whose  vigorous  arm  directed  balls  from  the 
ramparts  of  Brunswick,  which  carried  terror 
and  dismay  into  the  ranks  of  the  enemy." 
"  And  her  name  is  Eoa  ?  said  the  young 
,  still  gazing  on  her ;  "  that  is  still  more 
■lingular,"  he  added,  in  a  low  voice. 

"But  observe  then,"  exclaimed  Karl,  "how 
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thy  audacious  looks  have  intunidated  the 
'  "joong  girl,  and  covered  her  cheeks  with 
hlushes.  Does  she  not  resemble,  in  her  robe 
cf  white  satin  and  ruff  of  rich  lace,  the 
rrose  of  a  hundred  leaves,  which  ia  all  its 
modest  brilliancy  decorates   the  Holy  Altar." 

^"You  may  say  what  you  please,"  said  the 
stranger;  "but  for  my  part,  I  am  determined 
to  see  this  pearl  of  Brunswick :  and  for 
that  purpose  I  am  now  about  to  ascend  the 
platform." 

"  Art  thou  mad!"  exclaimed  Karl  and 
Christopher,"  each  seizing  one  of  his  anns : 
"thou  art  for  the  present  our  guest,  and  we 
are  responsible  for  thy  conduct;  for  the  love 
of  God,  remain  quiet,  and  disturb  not  the 
tranquillity  and  good  order  which  reign  at 
at  this  fSte." 

The  stranger  looked  at  his  companions 
with  surprise,  and  said  with  an  air  of  dis- 
content,  "  Have  you   not  told  me  this  game 
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was    open    to    all, — ae   well  for    the  little 
the  gi'eat,  for  the  poor  as  the  rich?" 

"And  wouldst  thou  really  gamble  at  the  I 
groel?"  said  Christopher,  with  astonishmentHf 
"Permit  me  to  ask  for  what  prize,  good  Sir?"] 

"  I  will  play,"  returned  die  young  mai^  1 
"  and  that,  too,  for  the  highest  prize, — for  I 
life,  for   happiness — in  feet,  for  her!" 

Then  disengaging  himself  from  the  arms  of 
friends,    he    at    one    leap    was    at    the  gale; 
the  halberdiers    drew   back    their    pikes,   and 
he  boldly  mounted  to   the  platform  midst  the 
acclamations  of  the  crowd.   But  this  applause 
gave    place    to   a   profound    silence ;  for   the  I 
general  curiosity  was  warmly  excited,  to  know  I 
what  prize  had  decided  the  young  and  hand- 
some   stranger   to   risk   the  perilous   game  of  I 
the   "  Qroel." 
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CHAPTER  XXIII. 


Whilst  these  things  were  passing  at  one 
extremity  of  the  plain,  the  captain-general 
of  the  town,  Klaus  Bamer,  was  occupied 
at  th&  other  ^in  superintending  the  more  im- 
portant and  manly  exercise  of  archery,  and 
with  the  arquebusiers* 

His  dark  and  brilliant  eye  followed  atten- 
tively each  shot,  whilst  on  his  high  forehead, 
whose  forrows  bespoke  a  grief  deep  and 
ineffaceable,  were  painted  by  turns  joy  and 
displeasure,  according  as  the  marksmen  hit 
or  missed  their  aim<  His  praise,  his  reprdach, 
or  his  raillery,  held  powerful  influence  over 
the  young  men. 
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"  Where  are   all  the  good  ahota  of  Bn 
wick?"    exclaimed  he;  "they    whose   arrows^ 
have  so    many  times    pierced  the  he^xU    of 
Wolfenbuttel's     retainers!     I   find    none    of.., 
them  here. 

"  Bravo,  Hartman !  that  aim  is  not  withotitii 
merit.  Steady,"  said  he,  to  another ;  "  firm 
in  the  knee — ^hand  outside — there !  Art  thoa, 
going  to  shoot  larks,"  he  continued,  hiugh-^ 
ingly,  to  a  third;  "lower!  lower!  just 
.the  top  of  the   stake!     I  foresaw  it." 

Then  taking  aside  the  young  man,  whod 
had  returned  to  the  ranks,  covered  will] 
contusion,  he  showed  him  the  m; 
holding  his  arm,  of  aiming  with  precision  {1 
and  thus  mingling  praise  with  blame,  he  in^l 
fused  firesh  courage  into  the  heart  of  th«J 
young  man,  who  had  not  missed  his  aim! 
firom  want  of  skill,  but  fi-om  too  great  aa.J 
ardour,  which  had  made  him  shoot  with  pre-i 
cipitation. 

Noisy    damouTB   attracted  the   attention   oiM 
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Bamer  towards  otber  candidates;  they  were 
two  yoiuaig  men^  wko  had  shot  in  the  centre 
of  the  target^  and  their  names  were  loudly 
proclaimed^  accompanied  by  the  rolling  of 
drams  and  soxmd  of  clarions.  '^Herman  and 
Gruben!"  were  vociferated,  on  all  sides,  and 
repeated  by  Bamer  :  '*  Brave  boys !  worthy 
sons  of  Brunswick!"  he  exclaimed,  '^ those 
are  master  shots.  Come  to  my  house  to- 
morrow, and  you  will  each  receive  an  elegant 
silver  cup,  as  a  remembrance  of  my  satis- 
£Eution!  At  the  first  campaign  you  shall 
lead  my  guard,  and  fight  by  my  side-r-by 
Saint  Egidius !  I  will  then  point  out  to  you 
an  aim,  and  if  then,  as  now,  you  fail  not  to 
hit  the  heart,  your  names  will  thenceforth 
shine  amongst  the  first  men  of  Brunswick, 
like  a  new  silver  florin  by  the  side  of  a 
dirty  copper  coin." 

The  young  men,  proud  of  such  distinction, 
bowed  respectfiiUy  before  their  honoured 
chief;    and   whilst    Bamer    gazed    on    their 

VOL.   I.  M 
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happy  faces^  and  otSher'eiddgtibbs'iskLed^  j^^ 
his  lips,  a  femak  hubll  tf^issed'^hiis'lhoiildfeif; 
when^  on  turning  rotihd^lie  behbti  Idft'lMid^ 
and  faithful  wife  Justa^  with  a^ttjr-  lEUld  ttt^ 
sternation  pictured  in  her  looks. 

« What  is  the  matter  V*  said  Bamer,  Mha 
sternly ;  and  his  brow,  at  the  moment  ttez^ene 
and  joyful,  became  suddenly  gloomy  aad 
contracted.  "Why  comest  thou  hither  niidst 
the  tumult  of  armed  men?*' 

m 

"  My  dear  Klaus/'  replied  Justa,  in  a  sweet 
and  submissive  voice,  "  thy  presence  is  at 
this  moment  necessary  at  the  groel :  there  is 
a  dispute ;  a  singular  case  has  presented 
itself,  and  thou  only  canst  decide  it." 

Nonsense,"    said    Earner,    with    humour: 

What  have  I  to  do  with  the  games  of  fools 
and  beardless  boys?  My  mind  is  occupied 
by  much  nobler  things,  the  sight  of  which 
alone  would  be  sufficient  to  put  to  flight  a 
dozen  of  such  coxcombs." 

*^  But,    Barncr,"    interrupted    the    anxious 


31^^101:, J, 5t?t,,S?J«l»a  to  .^^  only  phild— our 
JEfRlil.^^he^iSfa^tQr  Lpgalem  has  again  sent 
^h«Seai4i  li^w  to  .$»^ek  thee,  because  tlie 
.)9ae  if  niigput." 

"My  Eyal^?py  child!  what  has  happened 
ftpi  hier?    Is  she  not  under  the  protection  of 
.|jiV9  noble  lady  Bechelde?    Where  is  Elaulen? 

.Jt  would  speak  with  him,"  said  Earner,  with 
jrq^dity;  and  his  countenance  bespoke  the 
anxiety   and    paternal    solicitude   he   felt   on 

:  la^cning    that    the    question    concerned    his 

r  cherished  £ya. 

,.  Kaulen  made  his  way  through  the  crowd, 
and  presented  himself  before  Earner  in  a 
military  attitude,  with  his  halberd  in  his 
hand:  he  thus  spake — 

.  "  His  honoxu*,  the  Senator  of  Ingalem,  has 
fent  me  to  infonn  you,  my  Captain,  that  a 
very  extraordiuary  case  has  presented  itself  at 
the  groel.  Until  noon.  Fortune  showed  herself 
particularly  favourable  to  the  honourable  ladies 
who  preside  at  the  groel ;  few  raffles  had  oc- 
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cny^fd,  aii,d  ii^^re  tlvaii  one,youiig  scigiieur  had 
p|tu(^  di;iyfii  liis  forfeit  for  the  .benefit  of  the  towa 
9fl4,i,'(^^  .^P^pi^^^  9^  ^^9  pooi'i  yhei^  a  young 
B^ailgjef, ,  elegantly  drpssed^  ascended  tlic  plat- 
^^s  ,*pd  boldly  pj'csenting  himself  before 
lixif,  .gfRen  ,  tp"^^,  anuoiuiced  his  intention  of 
tkiroT^ing;  the  dic^  belonging  to  the  white  roses. 
Aftilf  the  .i^ptlf,  xoi-ufg  lady,  your  daughter^ 
t^^  tin^c^ly  presented  the  box  and  dice,,  the 
T^e.i'able  Dame  Von  Bechelde  enc|_uired  of 
tpi^  jop^  man  what  w,as  tlie  prize  he  ^rished 
^o  jj^j;  for;  the  latter  stepped  back  a  few 
paces,,  j;aised,  the  dice-box  toyai'ds  heaven,  and 
4)^ing.,  ^  .^d^t  .^o^^^^j^n^^^e  blushing  _^lady, 

tJf^Yp^repUeji:—  ^„,,,^^^   -. .  |^^|^,__ 

,  "M  p,\aj[^  for  the  rarest,  and  ujqst  preciqia 
jewel  Brunswick  contains — I  jlay  to  obtain, 
ij9,j,]^p|jpBt,_iipd  -i^^fiJ  .^'^^■^■^''S*';^ .  tli'^  amiable 
Yf})(ng.Iady  who  is,  placed ,  behind  those,  white 
jjMM,  and  from  whose  beautiful  hands  I  have 
ijatLjeccived  thft  dice-box  of  fortune.' 
„  V  A^S^ii^iJ-.i^W™!"^  P/  surprise  jci 

'.'(JniMJil  7ra — oiaaUttOf^  mm 
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amoiigst  tne  "tjrowa  j  for  since  me  yfeat  i48i, 
when  a  noble  lady  of  Xalm  was  played  lOt 
By  an  adventuf  er'^ '  Vlio  expiatefl  Kis  ^^merity 
by  ^a  long  'impnsonmeiit,  nothing '  of  thfe^  's6irt; 
had  evef'^occuifed.'  Ite  young  lady'EVj^, 
on  nearing  tile  de'claratioh  of  tlie  sltan^^, 
l)ecame  alarined  ;  "sne  '  hid  her  face'ui'*h^r 
iimffiefchieJf^' ana,'"  with  a  trembling  torre, 
Miesifea '  tlie  presence  bi  Her  fdttfe^l'  'Hik 
^igneiiif  of  fngateni  approached  with*  dl^tjr 
towards  the  "youtli,  whom  no  onfe  kti6w/  sUtA 
remonstrated  T^th  him  on  pleasaiitry  so 
greatly  '^^pl^ed,  and  wluch  might  interrupt 
me' general  joy  and  festivity  of  the  fete;  and 
added  in  a  tone  of  raillery,  as  if  to  intimi- 
date him— ^  What  stake  can  you  place  against 
so  nign  a  pn^e  f 

"if he  stranger,  not  in  the  least ^dlitilite^, 
prou^y  replied,  *^  Tne  prize  is  inappreciable^ 
I  am  aware;  but  to  obtain  it,  I  win  stake 
all  I  possess,  ieveh  to  me  *blo6d  which  flow's 
in  my  vems,  even  tne  noblest  treastu-e  ot  a 
German  gentleman — my  liberty.' 
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"  Tlie  countenance  at'  tte'  'Sdgneiir  of 
tngalem  became  gloomy.  'Tbegame  is  free 
to  all,'  said  he,  '  and  we  are  boimd  to  irspwt 
ancient  customs; — the  father  of  the  young 
lady  can  best  decide ;  but  before  1  send  to 
him,  young  man,  reflect,  and  desist  from  s 
audacioua  and  foolisb  enterprise.' 

"'Let   her    fether    be   sent    for,' 
youth,  'he  cannot  at  all  events  impose  safM 
human  conditions ;  and  what  is  not  impt 
"I"  will  accomplish.' 

"  The    Senator    Ingalem,    in    consequeid 
sent  me,  my  Captain,  to  desire  yonr  prcsenM 

"This  is  all  nonsense,"  s^d  Bamer, 
ing;  "yet   I    am   curious,  however,  to  ] 
who  this  bold  young  man  may  be,"  ' 

Presenting  his  arm  to  the  trerabKng  Jjuti, 
who  was  far  from  being  so  tranquil  as  was 
her  husband,  they  both  directed  thcit  ettpi 
towards   the  gvoel, 

On  approaching  the  esplanade,  the  crowd 
made  way  for  this  respected  couple ;  and 
Earner  perceived,  at   a  distance,  the  stranger 
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ia  ^fgg.,^A^^fsation  with  the  Lady  of 
B?pli?%^i, p. %p^  on  beholding  her  parents, 
Aciif^^,,^^^^^W3iB,^on  of  joy:  "Here  is 
ffff;.,^^.l\  shp.  qr^ed.  , 
.  J  ^t.^this  ,t^,  yputh  quitted  his  position, 
;«nd.,  pranced  to  salute  him  who  was  for 
erer  to  decide  l^s  destiny. 

;Bai7ier/  '^ho  had  nearly  reached  the  sum- 

jBqti.of  Jib^   platfoi^n,    suddenly  stopped  as  if 

Ihasidexstruck  ;    his     face    became    pale    as 

marble;   and  not  all  the  reiterated  questioijis 

oC,  fyf^   could  rouse   him    from,  the   stupor 

tt^t,.  overpowered    him     on     beholding,  the 

/Itc^mger.      "Eva!   Eva!"    murmured    he    to 

Ju^elf^  and  in  so  singular  a  tone,  as  made 

it  evident  he  was  not  addressing  his  daughter. 

-5^>JIer  Jiair!  her  eyes!  in  short,  her  im^ge! 

^She  haa  ^lisen  agajgot,  ;&om  the  tomb!     And 

.^ibw  ponifr4.1''...A  Ut^pr  pn^e  played  on  his 

fips ;    and,    as    if    struck  j  JDjr    s^me^  8m4dQn 

.flioaighti :  he;.  .c^fteR^ge,^  hii^,elf^^pm  th^ ^arm 

■     ■■■.".     I        ■ '  »t"  fj-'Oi       '111.'        'K-:       ■/.;  "       •:.■'    ;, 
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diae  for.ilaiyi  daeghter^^  iaid  -h^;  dllgiitly 
knowledging  the  respectful  salute  of* 
etraogepi'i^^Wlio  lai-e   yfflu?'''Wiat   i#"'TJ«(ir 

tifles vsudi/ boldaeM'^i"    'i"  '     i,it';\i    l-.tiH   ' 

.'Sifjiiin'- ftiSaxoni-^enUtjminfiV'-inSw^red  (He' 
yoalhi'i-witboat  ■'any:"he9itMlfen';  ""inj-  name 
]^teli  Hiewfy  Von'  Kircfebet^ji  my  parents 
nokiff  aud'of  jne^dachaWe  exti'aetion.  1  am 
n(A>leJ,"i*'rc»,' rith;  all  that  I  liflVe  adfanced' 
cMC'bei-'pMj-ved"  by  toy'  tiit6r  ■  abd'''guirdi!iii;' 
wheflciWi'  yon  tkay  jvt%e'  it  nStfessaiy."^  "■' ' 
i^''  iKtel '  Iloiiry  Vofi  K Jrelibei^  !■ ' ' '  Y*g, '  thfe 
ratusi'ii  "BoiAe;'-*  '■■'iepyatM'BAwier'."'and"Ile' 
pwssed i 'hiH  hcflrt'  ti«(  ■  if  sbnie  liailiftd'  rwnfem- 
br»wt!..'i9i{l['-'1)e»ft''  aWaI(ericd"''tli«-e.  ''"Bat" 
whstit^'8tal!e(  'Will'^il-^9%^l''rigfc''"afeiuiffl('''  liiy'' 

dim^^  ?I''lfjiIK'f""f>D    aril  to    I3ll{3:ll>Ji    ->,U    ,^Ji-» 

i3il    'Jo    :>no     JKioMif    oJ   ,jljrwiiiiiJiJI   "(■ 
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[fi?i{s^  w|tot6T«<l  yoii.  think  most  worthy 
her?"  said  Eit«3,  sritit^ajrintlk!!  i''' All  that 
cqu^e.:iui4:etr9i]^h.ofn]naa  cmi  acr'om- 
Jhl'^ll'  flttfcJiiri  fitn->Mtiiaiii  L ithidli c-oot*' 

.lirl,;-      (iftlwp-rt      ■till      ^(ii:^i>'>i-''.--ir>l 

r^liec^ a^'iblUffis,  madow  andsoleinc/v^MtMi 

"  Eitel  Henry   Von   Kirchbergj;  ywa  -sviab^' 

then,  tp,  play  for  iJie  poswesionofEvajBamer. 

In.Uiis  case  should  -  forUrne  be  &vourat>!d  ^  to  j 

yoUf  ,atul  you  throwr  tjivefv  ■  aces,  tlie  jwun^  ltidjr7 
i^-.;,7aurS],  tiutt',is,  'die  .  Ehall  b€Come<  yota- 
jt^d,;  but.  you,,miiBt,  notwithstanding-,.. 
jt<i|.,gaii;,  her  .^Section  in  a  . aiaiuf er .  cosr- 
.able  ^1  ft  £fe^  dfiugiiter  of  Brunswick,  taxii 
one,  of  hioifourable.  char^ter.  '  At  the  expiration 
of.pne.j.caiijithatiiia,  j^fcithe  .next  Saint  John^j-^i 
ll^^.y|.^udi^P,■hel■,yp^^lla^lifull■«^fe,  add  treebu 
(With  9Ui'(^u^'  i^'lQ^w;.  Bj^d'' consi^ratiiHki' i 
lU,  mufit,,p»;oini«e,i  al^a/thatiion  ypAir-uniaa,., 
the  daughter  of  the  Commandant  lojji^e.u 
Brunswick,  to   become    one    of  h^^^ 
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loyal  sMis ;  to  enter  frpm.  tim  -day.  into  h«r 
eerriee,  whcthci;  in  peace. oi  in  wai:^  to  aawt 
against  her  eaeamsf  -wbatevw,  tlicir  nvubei 
or  their  naone,.  lite  a  .native  citizen;  and, 
Jafitly-j  not  to  liave  any.  intercoarse  witJi  f^/aj~ 
betiiotlied  until  you  present  to  her  par^its 
the.  authentic  proofe  of  your  legitimate  birth, 
vhich  must  be  noble,  and  'without  st^ia,  and 
also  the  evidence.  Your  title  and  ibi-tune 
must  be  in  conformity  mtk  the  rank  vhich 
your  bride  holds  amougst  her  fellow- citizens. 
Tell  me,  in  the  pi-escnce  of  these  witafsscs, 
if,  in  case  of  succeeding,  you  are  satisfied  with 
,,jBM!h  conditioufi  ?" 

.  ."I  accept  them,"  said  Eitt:l  with  vivacity: 
"  Is  it  likely  I  should  desiic  to  play,  if  my 
heu't  did  not  approve  the  choice?" 
,  "  It  is  well,"  continued  Earner,  with  an 
ironical  smile,  "  we  must  now  loolc  at  the 
gloomy  side  of  this  picture.  Should  you  not 
throw  a  pair  royal,  all  your  present  property, 
and  whatever  you  in  future  inherit,  will  bek 
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ludf  tO'  the  towii  and  lialf  to  the  lady.  Tou 
iteOBt  Ireummce'  your  nobility^  and  all  yotlr 
jftifSi^gm  I  ■  ycm  will  become  a  serf  of  the 
ldiwii>'ia)id  yotit  fierricea  will  be  at  its  com- 
iutai  l'-  yovt  will  neyer  be  permitted  to  pass 
the  ramparts  but  by  permission  of  our  Lords 
the  Begenttf,  who  alone  will  have  the  power 
ef  ameliorating  your  degraded  position^  for 
atty  partiealar  services  you  may  render.  Your 
hond^  young  man — is  it  still  disposed  to  receive 
'  the  dice-box  after  sueh  conditions  ?'' 

Eitel  remained  for  a  moment  with  his  efes 
'  £xed  on  the  ground. 

**  Beflect,  Eitel !  *'  cried  Hantleman,  from 
the  bottom  of  the  platform,  "  whilst  there  is 
yet  time!" 

^You  have  been  already  too  thoughtless/' 
said  Sjdt,  who  was  neaor  him;  *'  do  not  place 
lihe  halter  round  thy  neck  J'* 

Eitel  appeared  as  if  hesitating,  but  casting 
a  look  on  Era,  he 'raised' his'  right  hand,  ftnd 
said,  in  a  firm  laid  r^soltitid'tone-^ 


252 


^V;*..,™*  X'KQTB. 


father's  virtues,  toH  me- l^^^^?d,|neyec  on r  air? 
p^casion,j:qjtv^c^;>j-hftt,h?  h,»*iipope,jqsolved 

^pp, , .pjTid,, ,■  t^t , ,  4angpr ,  .4W'iffp'i .  doul?le4 i.J^is 

•■Pfl4,^1ia^?tu?,§ltllfli;.   ,.,^,r,u.V'   ■■    iv>,r...iI./-< 

^^j[  "^  .jUicrqfoi-e    s-ffpar,. ., before,, .a  .noUHon   of 

jjj^^essc^,, ^^trictly  t9,.obs?i;ve  aU.tbe  €ondj±ioofi 

you  have  proposed  to  me;  for  I  am  already 

^..^.tlfCi^crf.aiid  ya^s^l,  qf  that  uoblt;  young,- lady, 

yl^o^p  ifti'^,  ]9°\  made   mo   hei;  slai'e.     Give 

(,2pe,^):Jf9f.^jj^,"  ,B|iid,  Jip,  addressing  the  Dame 

^jffV^p,  B^cb^de,  "  if  youi-  compaijiton  be  wiling 

to  permit  them ;  for  God  forbid  ^,!fJwnld  throw 

;fwithout  her ,9oagent.'',     |;      ,/ ,, 

I   ,j",>Iust  he  throw,  Eva?"  said  garner,,  in  a 

gjjjpq^erful  voice,  to ,  the   trembling  girlj  whose 

gg.^p^ur,,jcame,  ao^,   fled  altefnatfly;  /' ]Eir,fci  my 

child,  must  he  throw?".        ,    ^,,,   _^^,      ,^j 
gj^j  ^Sha   icmaiaied,  fo,!:,,^ ,  iiis^j^^.sileaj,  then 
3^  Ijymiiig   to  ,bcr,,,fsitb.9p,  ..sa^i.iiOijS  wee*)  ^vi 

b3i9«HF'^^iJ'>*iV^^#9'Xr. >.^.. 
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-■*"«vit  belongs  t<^ftiei'fd*Rer;^"WD^iawaV8 

frWs-obytS^nfccliilM"""   '''"'  .^"iiu/ '■1--1;.;' 
"'''^Ju'dW  theH;  in' the'ii^tte  of' GfoJ!"  Cried 
_  ^'Ba^p."  Juataatized  thfe  arm  tff ' her tusbatid  : 
i*«Rftiae<*  Ofl 'Sttae ' yoti  are'goin^  to  a6,'*'aie 
i^cclaimed,  "  remember,  sHc'Js  otir  oiifj'  yhUdl" 
'^ilftiVe  me'Albiie,"'  he   rt(^!ied,"'iii  V  low 
|-*ElatB  netet  doc's '-aiiytlmig'-M&^ttt 

-<^t-"'    "'   ■' ■    '"'■■"'!'"'I   ""'"^  '"'''■ 

"  !A-^lfetoid'siMnfce' W^nfe^'UiilfdV  iai'^^ea 
^bdcamft"fixed  '6ii'Eitei,"%yiiO"t^ceiV(l!'d  Hi^'llox 
'  triid  dice  from  the  Dame  Von  Becbelde,  ^'hxH 
^nsfeKng  them  lightly,  threw  thcni'  oh' 'the 
fte4*-''btfar<l.  '  '  '  '  !■"■■' J""i-"1  ■" 
At  the  noise,  all  r^sed  tlieniBelviiB  'oli"tip- 
l*^j  'fAixioTia  for  the  result;  and  joyiul  accla- 
••iii&tiohB  arose  ftom'  the  crdwd,  when' ' the 
"Damfe  Vori'Bech^lde  proclaimed  "aloud,  "Three 
aces;  the  player  has  gained  his  prize'!"'  "' 
IN^'  uttered  a  faint  'cr^,'  itiid  hid  her  face 
■'  oil'  the  shotddei'  of  h^r  'corapHnion ;  wlulsit  the 
courageous    and   halpjiy 'yoang  man  kiieeled 
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before  ber,  aiKl' takfaig  -  her  Mntli  wHA  he 
respectfillly  saltited,  i^d,  ' "  Channirt"  Eva ! 
— heaven  has  declared  m  my  favour;  but  it 
is  for  you  now  to  decide  if  I  have  redtfy 
^ftmecl!" 

'  A  tioiay  clamour  rose  amongst  the  Bpi 
all  praised  Eifce!  for  his  courage ;  Bo  one  ftougtt 
any  lodger  of  hlaming  hi*  tmheard-of  thottg^t- 
lessness  in  undertaking  so  hazai-dous  an  enter- 
prise; nothing  was  now  heard  but  crieS  of 
"  tong  live  Henry  Von  Kirchbew;  and 
beautiful  Eva  Earner ;"  and  the  two  fri( 
of  Eif«l,  Karl  and  Christopher,  hastened  to' 
congratulate  then'  fortunate  comi>anion.  The 
father  of  Eva  advanced,  and  took  Hie  htaii 
of  Eitel:  "Chance  has  speedfly  ureca^^ 
everything,"  snid  he,  gravely,  "  and  iSendeita 
rtronger  the  rayBferious  ties  Which  a!rcai(lf. 
united  us;  may  God's  blessing  attend  yon: 
now,  youngman,  take  the  hand  of  your  betrotfitfS^I 
and  conduct  her  to  the  dance ;  it  is  no  lon^ 
fitting  she    should   remain  among  the 
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butoxaof  EQ^tvineV  glft&/  Dajoco  with  her  as 
long  asi.ypy,  jpleasejif.Tmveil  the  secrete  of  your 
hesuct,  and  ifiy^u  make. not  you^rself  beloved 
,;^,  fault, "VfiU  be  yooxs^  for  I  read  in  her  «yes 
that  the  caprice  of  *  Dame  Fortune*  ka3  not 
di&plea$ed  her.  From  this  hour  you  be^me 
my  guest;  you  remain  at  my  house;  and  this 
erening  we  wiU  arrange  that  which  interests 
U8  botihu" 

The  overjoyed  Eitel  readily  obeyied  the  or4f r 
of  Bamer.,.  a^id  ^presented  his  hand  to  Eva^ 
^ipj,  with  ber  face  suffiuied  with  blushefi^ 
offixed  no  resistance.  They  retired  from  the 
fiQot  tonidst  the  acclamations  of  the  carious 
miihitade,  and  directed  their  steps  to  tibe 
Smtzeahaa^.  •  The.  singular  event  whiqii  faad 
t^kpm  place  at  the  groel  had  becom/e  known 
in  eirery  part^  a;nd  tho  Jhappy  couple  wete 
tainted  cm  jthekj.^wri^il^by  t^  soimd  of 
truinpets^  fifeii,  ,a^4r^?r^rf  desoription  ^f  n^uaku . 
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o..i.  .  T-'-jjUMipij  Iii?2J/|;noj  to  >i;j!)ovftf  Dflr  ai 
. /vi  .>i.;  "u!/'  .  U3i.ro  ^  T)il  'io  <i"(iib  lu'ty/onor 
<  nil  It  K  /i'lrn  .'/.IP  nemo//  i>  lot  /iomr»JI  to 
.fcxd  i^iudi.' » »■*  iij  '  li>  ■xfoil  (JB  to  ij;{  iw/ntpL 
i»ij/uv/    ;...(..,i!<»M*     :}ii     I.     r:in at) .■(>.':      ii^i-i     jilT 

Al^i )  the    approach  ^  of'  tmf^ty  ■  > tii^/  peftce&l  / 
btugihers    retired*: /witkini   tixevrtwidls  .<of   th0>^ 
cikjtj    mdi  the  'pkuoi  Jost^*-  by-  'degnciefi^ .  tfaeu 
greflttedtipart  of  the  :crowd/<  that  had  filkd^ifi* 
biwt  '-a  i'few    hours   -befiaev     =The-'  fandlyr/iO]^' 
Bamer   returned    to   that    beautiful   naaaaem-. 
described  in  the  beginiung  of  diis  irork^*  and 
which'  then  belonged  to  the  father  .t>f.  Saine; 
Juttay   »the     respectable.   Master    Nettebeck; 
wha^  after  hayiaag/confiecrated  th&.i Utter  put. 
of'; his 'days   to  the   mmagement  i of  •  public 
a&irB^  -had  iLtxmmi»d.]  h^r  hot^owriible  oareer. 
Borne:  Fotenida  'did   oi^t  ..long   mirviYc   him. 
Jmta  Bai2iker^''i»eire8S>olx)  ftUt;their  good  qtia- 
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s,  as  well  as  their  fortune,  now  forgot, 
the  sweets  of  conjugal  happiness,  the 
sorrowful  days  of  her  youth,  when  the  love 
of  Bamer,  for  a  woman  unworthy  of  liim, 
deprived  her  of  all  hope  of  ever  becoming  hia. 
The  high  iunctions  of  her  husband  would 
it  permit  him  td '  carry  on  the  same  business 
that  so  respectably  conducted  for  many 
yiata 'by  Master  Ncttebcckc  and:<the  hand--' 
some  and  spacious  hotel  was  now  diangad ' 
intd  a  borgbor's  elegant  manfrion^  where  t)te . 
abundance  and  beauty  of  the  fumitpjie  ijfaof i^ 
epoke..the<.taste'6f  those:  who  were  it«>pi'«seBt<! 
poaaeasoiB.  liiJi-m^'jil  ji.fii  .■!  ;-n;:-;in'n  J3im;!I 
ti&fieeiithe  .febie,tuI38iiiW'^u»t3  itfoUb^i^Irbeir) 
dM^fert'^dnto  I  hfer  chamber, .  under  pretoncC" 
of /kiding  ' Kcr  to- iiiidreas,  but,  m  raaiityy-to* 
dieoDTer'  -what:  effect;  the-  evea:it  of  that  dsy 
had' 'iFToduced  Tipon  the  niind  of  hai-  bclored 
Iva;  for,  althMigh  she  thought' gIk!  pei-c^'sed>> 
secret  joy  beam 'On  the  odUntcaance^ofilwif 
her    mattaiail  'heitft  iwns.'fiUedl   withi 


EVA   VON    TROTH. 


anxioaa    cai'C    for    the    consequences    of   tiiis 
sd  venture. 

In  the  meantime,  KUns  Bartier  and  l^*tel 
Von  Kirchberg  liad  seated  themselves  at  9 
table,  on  which  were  placed  silver  caps,  a 
flagon  of  wine,  and  other  refreshments.  An 
old  Tozn.  of  sinister  appearance,  and  long 
white  bushy  beard,  partook,  silently,  of  tlws 
repast,  and  without  mingling  even  one  word 
in  the  conversation.  Klaus  had,  on  entering, 
presented  him  to  EiteL  "  This  is  my  inti- 
mate friend  and  relation,"  said  Earner;  aiid 
he  coatinned,  "  Hie  moment  has  now  arrived, 
young  man,  for  making  us  better  acquainted 
with  each  other,  and  for  yon  to  giye  me 
some  information  respecting  yom  fiiends  ; 
youi-  family." 
■"I  have  never  known  my  father,"  replii 
Eit«l,;with  candour,  "he  having  died  shw 
after  my  birth ;  bat  I  have  been  told  he  was 
ft  noble  and  valiant  warrior.  As  iar  hack  as 
I  can  remember,  I  teaided,  during  my  bapp}*  ■ 
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■iBfimriy,  at  the  castle  of  Count  Von  StaUbeig, 
fiituated  in  tlie  mountains  above  tlio  town  of 
"Werningerode.  I  was  taught,  aloug  i^ith  tlie 
young  counts,  all  that  was  necessary  for  the 
lion'tif  a  chevaEer  to  know:  their  military 
ftistructors  -were  mine  also.  AVTien  tJiey  wont 
the  chase,  I  invariably  accompanied  them; 
eiiort,  the  count  made  no  distinction  te- 
^M^en  Iris  own  BohS  and  me,  and  with  him 
'T'feh  not  the'Vtat'of  a  fethtrr.  Dteii^ 
wmtev  we  repaired  to  Thiiringe,  vhere  tbc 
Slallberg  family  possessed  a  family  rcridence; 
tiut  immediately  the  spring  retmned,  wc 
^i£tted  Erford  for  the  forests  and  monntaina 
"^  Wemingerode.  From  time  to  time  wc 
visited  by  a  gentleman,  whose  air  was 
'Vombre  and  haughty;  hut  to  me  he  trts 
■ays  good  hdiiionred  tod  indulgent,  and 
prCBsed  mc!  in  his  ariiiB  with  patett^ 
iSectioii.  He'w^  fetylea  Seigneur  Henry: 
bat  "be  iftfast^ave  fefeSn  of  elevated  rank,  j  for, 
"notwithstanding    the   utrripUcaty  of   his   dresB, 
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virfteti  the  casUe'  withoilt  btmging  i*e  liSria- 
eotne  preaents;  such  'as  rtflgs,-' igoM "  cttaSo^, 
precSoiaB  stoiies,  or'  ihght  'arms  of  be^irtitiful 
■workmanship.  He"  Wrtncd' hihrseJf 'iriy  gtial^ 
^ttn,!  antV  often  '  represeatetl  the  gloiioas' days 
■fffaicli'  ■werei'rcsetved 'for  me  on  attainilig  wj 
m^ority  V  he'iBpolce  df'the  pleasatit" 
ipiendid  life  I  shblilft'  lead  .-^  that  he' 
rendw  mc  illustridus  iai  holiOTir^  By 
Germany :  '  Nothing,'  said  he,  '  that  a  tiel 
heart  can  desii-e  will  then  fail  thoe.'  Twie#- 
during  each  yeai-j  '  tin  aged  domestic  accoiii- 
{Mnied  me  to  an  old  castle  in  the  mountiiil^' 
where  my  mother  and  sisters  rCcrive'd 
wiA  'tenderness,"  and  there  I  passed 
them  a  'week  of  joybus  arid  happy  plcasttri 
My  mother 'Wesc'mird  atid  godd,  but 
did  she  appfesa-  '  ^«y  i  thrt'te  Ws  sothetl 
in' her  eyc^  that  tnld  me  het' Keart  wai  iii 
at  I  peace;    ahd    the   mourning   drCss,    vhit 


ljp^^:gil  ..^ny,  qtangft,  ,tia4  ^pt,  hf aviftt  daprivi^ji 

Djjj ,^arcUevp[ ♦  (fW^'tP'  take  ma  frojp:  .Weivr> 
n^ij5j)d€^^^^l  tq,  .^pn4uct  mp    to.  .the.,«tld 

^.^^?fiS^nlf)Si[^(:^^^^^^^>  '^^^^^  I  found. JDAtyi 
bgJpvf54,,fWtt^^^<W '*^'J^^^  ^^  death:  aevfl»/ 
8}{a^,  I  llqrgjf f  Ifer  .g^  a?4.tliiu.4iiQ©i,ehangi94. 

^^f^t'T^S?;?  Pyft^wJ^ed-^h;g]^i  evj^ii  tW) 
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he  wipe  away  the  taarailiMt  cluusd  each* 
down  his  manly  risa^.  i. Seated  ou  thfi. 
of  Tity  mothet,  I  heH  her  tcyhaid  :ffiid 
mine,  whilst  my  sisters  knelt  around,  stibU 
an '  all  the  agony  of  grief,  .  '  My  Eitol.'/ 
fibidji'may  God  protect  thee,  and  smyul 
xtiercifiil  and  powerful  hand  conduct  t 
paths  of  honoor,  rectitude,  and  happi 
8eigneui'  Henry  has  sworn  to  me 
abandon  thee,  and  he  will  not  break  ]n»  t 
Oh,  no !  God  will  not  visit  the  sins 
parents  on  their  children.  The  Lord 
merciful  and  just  God,'  she  continued,  i 
voice  a  little  louder;  and,  fixing  lier  ( 
my  guardian,  who  stood  gloomy  and  motii 
lesfi  at  the  foot  of  the  bed,  'He  vnll  not 
abandon  my  orphauB,  when  their  molhet  ahalt 
have  quitted  this  world  to  appeiu-  before  t 
Sovereign  Judge,' 

" '  Amen  1 '  said  my  guardian,  who  approac 
and  imprinted  a  kiss  on  her  forehead, 
w-ith   the   cold    perspiration    of    death; 
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lliunauring  some  wokIb  in  ha^  eai-,  lie  lc<l 
jas'  iata  aaotlier  diaiubcr.  —  Aks  I  my  good 
ftuithCTj  I  never  saw  Iier  more  imtU  iu  her 
ijofflov" 

I  Whilst"  utterii^  the  latter  part  of  tliie 
Beotence,  tbe  voice  of  Eitel  became  nearly 
Mandible,  ood  tears  chased  each  otJier  rapidly 
down  his  cheeks  into  the  cup  that  stood  before 
him.  KLaos  had  already  quitted  Us  seat,  and 
w&fi  pacing  tlie  room  with  hurried  step  and 
livrfy  agitation,  whilst  the  old  man,  supporting 
his  venerable  head  on  one  of  his  lean  hands, 
inclined  towards  the  tabic,  and  fised  his  Btem 
boliow  eyes  on  the  aflSictcd  Eitel,  his  gloomy 
risage  being  in  perfect  unison  with  the  scene. 

A  de^  sUeace  reigned  for  some  minutes, 
which  was  first  broken  by  Earner;  who,  ap- 

^oadiing  Eitel,  said,  with  a  forced  voice. 
And  since  that  period,  have  you  never  had 
uny  other  information  given  you  respecting 
your  birth  and  or^n  ?" 

Bttel  looked  up  sorrowfully; — 
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"  Never ! "  he  replied ; "  youth  seldom  makes 
such  iiKjuiries  when   it  li»  all  it  can  desire. 
If  that  mournful  hour  had  never  arrived,  and 
if  its    sad   remembrance    did   not    hatint 
memoiy,  and  frequently   obscure  my   i 
pleasores,     I     should     still     have     contistU 
thoughtless,  gay,  and  free,  like  the  buttfrfijH 
which   flies    from    flower    to    flower,    withodl 
even  thinking  on  the  futtire.     But  you  sha 
have  the  documents  you  require;  the  Cota 
Von  Stallberg,  my  tutor)  will  produce  all  t 
is  necessary  to  attest  my  rank  and  fortune,  fi 
my  majority  cannot  be  far  distant." 

"  The  bold  part  you  have  acted  this  day* 
said  Earner,  smiling,  "  is,  in  ray  opinion,  qnite^ 
sufficient  to  emancipate  you  from  all  authority." 
He  then  opened  a  closet,  and  taking  out  a3lM 
elegant  sword  of  fine  workmanship,  approached" 
Eitel. 

"  I  now  consider  you  as  ray  neaiest  r^ation," 
said  Barner ;  "  and  as  you  have  swotn  to  serve 
for  the  space  of  one  year  amongst  the  troops 
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towt  town,  I  will  amga  to  you  a  rank  whicU 

L  al  tlie  Bame  time  satisfy  yoiu'  Lonour  aad 

thirst    lor    ^ory.      That   light*  weapon 

icli  now  graces  your  girdle,  must  yield  its 

to  &  more  solid   blade;    aad   as   it   is 

tomary  with  us,  ia  similar  citcumstances,  to 

ibhange  preecntB,  I  beg  yoa  to  receive  bom. 

f  band  tliis  sword  worn  bytiiy  noble  ancestor, 

1  which  I  trust  you  vill  bring  bock  to  me 

ued  with  the  blood  of  Brunswick's  enemies. 

I  then  consider  you  worthy  of  becoming 

my  son.  and  heir. — ^Accept  it,  and  give  me  in 

tchauge  the  poniai-d  at  your  side,  which  1 

1  preserve  in  remembrance  of  this  day." 
i  if  This  poniard!"  stammered  out  Eitel,  with 
"  why  do  you  demand  particularly 
0  poniard,  so  valueless  i  I  wHl  willingly  give 
I  the  most  valuable  thing  I  possess,  but  this 
niard ! — I  am  sorry  to  be  compelled  to  refuse 

yon " 

"  What ! "  said  Earner,  in  an  offended  tone, 
it  ought  he,  on  whom  I  have  this  day  bestowed 
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my  dearest  treasure,  refuse   me  so  simple  am 
object?" 

"  Pardon  me — Bfiten,  and  jntlge"— replied 
Eitel.  "  A  few  hours  before  my  motiier  died, 
she  called  me  to  her  bed-ade— we  wcie  aiaie 
— she  directed  me  to  a.  secret  drawer  in  her 
chamber,  and  bade  me  bring  to  her  this  poniard, 
which  was  placed  within  it,  She  then  presented 
it  to  me,  with  a  strict  ctuition  never  to  let  it 
meet  the  eye  of  Henry,  my  guardian ;  and 
afterwards  made  me  swear  never  to  part  with 
it  at  any  piice ;  neither  to  lend  nor  to  give  it : 
'because,'  said  she,  shuddering, '  to  that  weapoa 
there  is  attached  a  mysterious  fatality,  and 
shonld  it  be  lost,  it  would  affect  even  my 
repose  in  the  tomb.' — I  took  that  oath,  and 
kissed  the  small  cruci£x  she  held  out  to  me, 
and  she  appeared  satisfied.  Judge  then,"  con- 
tinued Eitel,  "  if  I  can  break  my  oath. — but 
accept,  in  lieu,  my  own  sword,  which  l9  of 
great  value,  and  the  gift  of  my  guardian." 
Earner  repulsed  the  hand  that  presented  ihc 
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§msri,  and  «at  down  &cing  Eitel;  be  croised 
liii»  arms  an  his  breast^  His  eyes  shorie  witlt  a 
0nperB«iCaral'  briUiaiicy^  and  his  features  became 
00  tembk^  that  Eitel  looked  at  him  with  a 
dupe&ctioa;  approaching  to  fear. 

'^'DoBt  thou  imagine^  young  man/'  said  he 
nith-  a  bittei^  etojie,  ^^  that  EUaus  Bamer  is  like 
s  child  who  longs  for  a  toy,  and  that  the 
precknis  stones  which  glitter  on  thy  stiletto 
Bare  mdiiced  him  to  demand  it  of  thee  ?  The 
weapcox  which  thou  wearest  as  an  ornament 
in  thy  girdle  is  in  truth  a  dangerous  enemy, 
•"-and  thy  mother  ought  to  have  buried  it  in 
the  deepest  recesses  of  the  mountain,  where 
no  hand  could  seize,  nor  human  eyes  ever 
again  behold  it! — Learn,"  continued  Bamer, 
with  increased  agitation,,  ^' learn  the  mystery 
attached  to  that  poniard,  and  shudder!  It 
was  at  the  first  sight  of  that  weapon,  as  also 
of  thy  features>  that  I  recognised  who  the 
motiier  was  that  had  given  thee  birth.  Her 
image  is  too  indelibly  engraven  on  my  heart 
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ever  to  be  effaced;  but  llatre^^  ha^  ^o,trac 
there,  in  letters  of  blood,  ibe  dpl;est¥<l  i 
of  iJw  fatljer.  JListen  to  me,  ypung  map,. 
tremble !  —  Thy  fatter  ivaa  the  dewpji  wljj 
embittered  my  life.  Tliy  fatter  deprived  i 
of  life,  even,  on  the  threskold  of  the  caBtle  f 
his  ancestors.  ,  Thy  cruel  father,  in.  Lis  impW 
cable  hatred,  tore  from,  me  my  .fortune,  my 
hononr,  and  my  name,  which  was  with 
spot !  Thy  father  seduced  my  beti'otbed,  i 
rendered  the  nape  of  one  of  the  most  bea,util 
wpipen  .a  scoff  for  all  Germany.  ITij  i 
compelled  me  to  renounce  all  the 
expectations  'wbicb  my  birth  authorized; 
I,  a  noble  chevalier,  was  reduced  to  the  pl^ 
g^t  of  a  burgher  and  a  merchant — and  1 
ohey,  where  I  ought  to  have  comuaudeii 
Now  canst  thou  feel  the  weight  that  oppreesa 
my  soul?  The  poniard  which  thou  weoreq 
was  the  favourite  weapon  of  my  father; 
my  sole  heritage :  on  that  steel,  faithful  to  1 
who  wore  it,  I  ma^^,  an  oath  ne 
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mitil  I  hiad '  plunged  it  to  the  hilt  in  the 
hjikrt  i6f'  iny  d^testfed  enemy.  On  bidding 
aod'  etltoal^  sldieu  to  thy  mother,  I  repeated 
thiat  bath  ;  she  threw  herself  on  her 
kibees  at  my  feet,  and  her  supplicating  looks 
jiyi^ked  the  fttem  heart  of  Bamer:  I  abandoned 
to 'her  the  poniard,  and  with  it  my  oath. 
But  now  she  is  no  mote,  it  is  but  just  thou 
sbouldst  return  it  to  me ! " 
.  During  this  discourse,  Eitel  had  become 
paJe  as  death :  his  heart  was  violently  agitated ; 
he  thought  no  longer  of  himself;  he  felt 
oftly  fijt  him  whose  misfortunes  had  been  so 
gteat.' 

"  Unfortunate  and  noble  man,"  he  ex- 
claimed, with  an  accent  of  compassion,  "what 
have  you  told  me?  It  is  Divine  justice  which 
has  led  me  to  you  to  efface,  by  my  respect 
and  'my  love,  the  cruel  injuries  you  have 
redeived  from  ihy  parent!  Oh,  be  generous 
to  me !  let  your  heart  be  again  moved :  accept 
ihe  expiation  I  charge  myself  to  make,  and 
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forgive  her  who  is  departed."  After  Bay- 
ing tiiis,  he  threw  himself,  wc^HDg,  on  the 
bosom  of  Earner,  who  pressed  him  afiectiaD- 
ately  to  hi»  heart. 

This  effusion  of  tenderness,  but  more  par- 
ticularly the  accent  of  Eitel,  brought  back 
to  Earner's  recoUectiou  her  whom  he  had 
80  dearly  loved,  which  cabned  the  viokatt 
feelings  to  which  he  had  given  way. 

"  Yes,  Providence  was  more  kind,  and 
withdrew  me  from  the  brink  of  that  preci|aoe 
into  which  my  misfortunes  had  nearly  pre- 
cipitated mc,"  said  Earner,  in  a  low  vwce, 
as  if  speaking  to  himself.  "  My  hoaoBr 
is  well  established,  and  1:he  burgher,  Bamer, 
has  made  thy  father  and  his  compaiuaoB 
tremble  in  more  lh,an  one  battle !  As  to 
votldly  goods,  they  ha.ve  been  also  restored 
to  me.  X  have  found  an  fiiTcctionate  wife, 
who  has  loved  xac  better,  perhaps,  than  thy 
mother  would  have  done;  and  I  posseei  t 
daughter  to   charm    and  eolace   my  houie 
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solitude^  and  be  the  consolation  of  my  old 
age.  Therefore^  calm  yourself^  Eitel^  and 
leave  us  for  the  present;  this  conversation 
has  recalled  some  painful  emotions;  to-mor- 
row our  hearts^  less  oppressed,  will  know 
each  other  better/' 

He  rose  up,  and  accompanied  Eitel  to  the 
dooxj  whease  he  called  ^  domestic  to  show 
iMm  to  his  chamber:  then,  closing  it  afier 
hii&j  he  approached  witii  rapid  steps  towards 
the  old  jnssL,  who,  motionless  as  a  statue, 
had  bi^ezi  the  silenl;  witness  of  the  whole 
QOBvarsation. 
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**^WBLr/v  Meisebuck!'*  said  Bafnet^  with  t 
triiunpbaiit  air^  '^  what  sayiest '  thou  to  the 
caprioe  and  chawccMsof  F6rtun6?  It 'is  ndw 
cdrtam  that  the  eh^rished  sotl  of  Dnke 
HeiMy  ^d  his  Eva  Von  Troth  is  in  the 
power  of  Klaus  Earner,  and  is  the  betrothed 
of  his  daughter — betrothed,  too,  before  all  the 
borgherd  of  that  rebellious  and  detested  town, 
Brunswick.  If  that  hardened  man  can  swal- 
low this  bitter  pill,  without  yielding  up  his 
breath,  he  is  harder  to  kill  than  a  badger.'* 

"  And  what  is  to  be  the  conclusion  of  all 
this?"  demanded  the  old  man  in  a*  Hollow 
voice.  /'The  savage  Wolfenbuttel  will  tear 
in  pieces  the  nets  thou  hast  thrown  over  his 


EVAVPJI  TROTO.  273 

son^  imprison  him^  perhaps  destroy  him;  and 
thou — ^what  canst  thou  do?" 

*^  I  can  akeady  picture  to  myself  his  rage," 
repKed  Bamer,  with  vehemence,   "when  he 
learns   that   the   son    of  his   Eva  has  drunk 
of  my  glass,  slept^  i^d^r  my  roof,  and  that  the 
ofispring  of  the  Wolf*  has  been  fed  in  the 
den   of.  the  Se^.    .  Let  him  load.  Eitel  with 
chains,  hand  and,  foot,  he  will  break  them  aUs 
leave  him  alon^^^I  know  human  nature  wel^** 
it  U.  the  young  man's  first  lore;  it  is,  as  I 
know   from    experience,    solid,    unshakeablei 
Believe  me,    Meisebuck,    the   arrow   rests  in 
the  heart  untU  death  reduces  it  to  dust  I" 
'  *'  Xhy  vengeance    is    too    refined    for   my 
taste/'  replied  the  old  man,  with  a  ferocious 
look,  ''it  is  almost  sentimental.     Kill  his  sons 
in  the  first  battle — ^give  to  his  bastard,  hqw 
in  your  power,  a  narcotic,  strong,  powerful, 

*  In  the  original,  there  is  a  double  Jeu  de  mois  on  the 
names  of  Wolfenbuttd  and' Barnes.  Wolfsbrat  signxfiie^ 
wolf 8  offspring;  and  Bar,  bear's  offspring.  : 
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tliat  will  make  him  Bleep  till  etemity,  bo  Otat 
Henry  may  End  lilmBelf  alose  aud  in  Aolitodei 
blaspheming    and   doubting    God,   as   I  hi 
done,   as  thou  thyself  ha£t;   then  ehall  X 
thou  hast  reycBged  thy  -wi-ongs,   and  thaw 
thy  father,  as   a  man  ought  to  do ;   then 
Meisehuck  will  lie  dowii  satusiied  on  the 
couch,  BO   long   diisiredj   without  feeling  any 
longer   that   thii'st    of  vengeance   which 
each  moniiag  awakoDB  him!" 

"Monk!"  esclaime-d  Earner,  with  hi 
and  disgust,  '■'  thy  vengeance  smacks  of 
cloister." 

"Prom  whence  he  drove   me,"    added  d» 
old  man,  at  the  same   moment  li&ing  aj^  las 
gigantic  hut  withered   figure  roEembling  tbat 
of  an  inliabitant  of  the  tomb.     "His  archen^ 
and  the  murdei'exs   Tsho  were  sent  in 
of  me,  did  not  even  respect  the  sacred  ssg] 
of   the    cloister,    after    they    knew  ^that 
■wretdied   Meisebuck  hid    there    hia 
and  had  it  not  been  for   yon,    vho 
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frioidtihip,  fibelteored  me  in  the  secret  apaot- 
Bttent  «of  yaQT  dwellings  the  old  Chevalier  of 
HimdflnKk  wofuld  have  been  reduced  to  seek 
hsB  bed  <Mi  a  dunghill  like  an  imclean  beast,  and 
his  bread  fike  a  mendicant  After  such  reverses^ 
need  ire  be  scrupulous  towards  him  who  has 
made  a  mockery  of  all  that  is  most  sacred 
amongst  men?" 

The  TindictLTe  old  man,  exhausted,  rested 
a  momeni  to  recover  breath,  and  then  con* 
tbmed^  ^^  Act  as  you  think  proper ;  but  I  am 
determined  to  have  my  share  in  l^s  revenge. 
"Wolfenbuttel  will  soon  be  apprised  of  what 
has  occurred  here  this  day,  as^  no  doubt, 
auire  tiian  coie  of  his  spies  have  glided  in 
aaBODgst  the  tarowd;  but  I  would  not  that 
this  news  should  reach  his  ears  by  degrees, 
mai.  by  tibs  mouth  of  his  eourtiers  :  I  seek 
other  means.  I  learned,  during  my  residence 
m  the  dcnster,  the  art  of  writing  on  parch- 
MBDt,  sad  this  shall  now  serve  my  purpose* 
Ikust  me,  Baxner,  when  he  reads  in  letters. 
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iemg  ae  .my  finger,  traoed  'with,  a  pen  eteep< 
in  the  blood  of  vipers,  this  history  firom  ^Hr] 
bsxuia  of  liis  enemy ;  and  when  he  perceites, 
beaeath,  the  vrords,  '  the  Spectre  ot  old  Meue? 
b]Lok'   for   its   signature,   then  his  lieart:  td^J 
b&.^oerced  by  its   own  stLng,  like  the  venM 
mouB    scorpion.      This    insult,    offcred    by  li 
vmsftl,    will    rouse    bis    fury  more    t^an 
dedaration   of   war    from   a  rebel  i 
jrill  excite  his  anger  to  a'  high  degree,  whcatl 
iwiiseesthat  the  parchment  sent  him  is  i 
ibk  MmA  .of  an  enemy  who  will  nevci 
QaB  him ! 

Lr^*T.€cood  night,  Bamer,"  added  he;  "Meke- 
bnpk  goes  to  prepare  ibr  himself  a  plcasnn 
that  will  compensate  for  hitherto  sleepless 
B%ht8;  audi  to-morxbw  aa  intt^lligent  mes- 
Mng^t  will  hear  my  missive  to  the  nnonliR 
neat  at  WoJfenbuttel." 

The  monk   then  lit' his  lamp,  lowered  1 
cowl,    and   glided   across   the   chambei 
minsk^    Btq>,   to    a.  i  door  '  concealed 
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e  tapestry,  which  he  opened,  and  disappeared 

;  a  phantom. 

'  Bsmer   remaiaed,   Tritb    his    arms    crossed 

iqHm'liie  breast,  and  buried   in   deep   mcdi- 

iation;  noir  heaxd  the  door  open,  nor  the  steps 

of  his   Justa,    until    her  sweet  voice  aroused 

from  Hs  reverie, 

'  On  what  art  thou  ruminating  so  deeply, 

west  Baracr,"  ealtl  she,  with  kind  sohcitude; 

what    secrets     hast     thou     now    with    that 

old    man?      God    be    merciful    unto 

ua,  and  protect  us  j  for  it  is  certain,  ^ce  bis 

horrible  face   entered  this  house,   all  joy  and 

good  humour  have  fled,  and  thou  hast  Mien 

I,     a^ain   into   that   gloom    which   I  had   hoped 

^bns  for   ever  banished." 

^Bk."  Occupy  thyself   with    the    adkii9    of  thy 

bousehold^"    answered   Bamcr,  in  an   abrupt 

manner,   and    without   changing  his   attitude, 

"and   leave  the  rest  to  me*" 

"  To-day,    however,    I    have    occasion    to 
ipenk,"   eoid   Justs,    with  a    calm 
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altbmgli  hmmHated;  "tboa  hast  tnfledjp 
witli  the  happiness  of  thy  child, 
her  into  the  arms  of  a  stranger,  irilhout 
coosultijig  her  heart,  \riaxii  may  not  hare 
bees  so  easily  influneii  as  that  of  Ute 
Aeu^tless  youth  who  so  boldly  attempted 
to  win  her," 

"Peba!  psha!"  rep&d  Earner,  "'she  is 
but  a  child,  and  ■will  forget  all  by  to-mor- 
row. But  it  is  neither  to  a  stranger  ncff  an 
adrenturer  that  Klaus  Earner  lias  given  his 
dsmghter, — it  is  to  the  Boa  of  Duke  Hemy 
and  the  beautiful  Eva  Von  Troth,  of  irhait 
be  is  the  living  image.  God  has  direcl 
lum  to  me." 

"The  son  of  Duke  Ilenry  aad  hie 
tress  1"  exclaimed  Justa,  with  affi-ight.  "Ji 
hearm!  And  tluit  'E\a  still  lives 
sou]!  Thou  forgettest  thy  wife,  and  sacrificed 
thy  child  to  avenge  thyself  for  a  criminal  and 
jeBlooB  passion.  How  canst  thou  think  to 
jaatiff  dtyaelf  belbre  Cod  for  am 
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Barner^  deeply  afl&cted  by  the  heart-rend- 
ing tone    of  his  sweet   companion^  ro^e   tip 
and  embraced  her.    ^^  Jufita/'  said  he,  ^^I  do 
not  merit  thy  reproaches ; — since  the  day  that 
I  placed  that  ring  on  thy  finger,  hare  I  not 
treated   thee    with    tenderness? — ^have  I  nob 
been  a  loying  and  £ulthful  husband  I — have  I 
ey&r,   by  any   means^    given   thee   cause  to 
repent  of  thy  generous  ajOEection^  since  the  day 
thou  bestowjedst  thy  hand  upon  a  portionleas 
young   man^   despoiled   of  all  he  possessed^ 
and  led  away  by  a  thoughtless  and  unwoithy 
love  ?    When  I  had  every  reason  to  expect, 
from  my  conduct,  that  I  was  forgotten,  and 
had  forfeited  the  esteem  of  thee   and  of  thy 
worthy   father,    thou    and    he    received    me, 
watched   over    and    consoled  me;    though    I 
returned  like  the   prodigal  child,    a  fugitive, 
sick,    and    driven    to    despair — overpowered 
with   misery    and    hopelessness.     But    as    to 
wounded    honour,    and    the    length   of   time 
such  wounds  will  bleed,  is  what  a  woman  is 


totally  ignorant  of.     Leave  then  to  me,  m] 
dear  Justa^  to  mahage  those  things  of  which 
I  am  the  best  judge,  and  take  thou  care  oi 
thy  house  and  of  our  beloved  Eva." 

Appeased  by  these  words,  and  the  tender 
accent  in  which  they  were  uttered,  Justa, 
half  consoled,  but/ piDt  ip'($4Vii)C^d,  leaned  her 
head  against  the  palpitating  bosom  of  her 
hv^ban4:T'^  hidd^]^,. tears,  .tpld  the  agony  of' 

1 

he^.  heart;  for  she  well  knew  that. lier  words 
were ,  .but  adding  fuel  to  flame,  when  the 
scR^l^.of  her  lord  and  m^terj^jv^as  agitated  by 
the  recollection  of  his  past  iiyuries. 
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TitoE' gay  and  joyous  days  of  thfe  f8te' Had' 
jMtt«ed*  away,  and  those  of  a  graver' and' 
mcfit  serious  nature  succeeded  tJxem/like'k^r 
Qi^iiiho^,  old  age,  and  death,  foUohf^'isihiliiig^ 
infancy  and  youth.  "-     'i''-   .iv 

The  warlike  Margrave,  Albert,  had  cott* 
duded  his  alliance  with  Eric,  Duke  of 
Hanover,  whose  General,  Valrath  of  Mansfield, 
devastated  by  fire  and  the  sword  all  the- 
country  of  Wolfenbuttel,  and  with  the  prin- 
cipal part  of  his  army  advanced  rapidly 
towards  Franconia.  On  the  other  side,  Duke 
Henry  and  his  alKes  likewise  assembled 
their  forces  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Nord- 
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haueen.     Both  parties  prepared  for  a  dedaif^ 
battle.     Courier   after  courier   was  seat  frc** 
Hanover  to  Brunswick,   summoning  the  bn*^' 
gbers  to  prepare  themselves  to  join,  in  a  fe** 
veeks,  the    troops    of   the  MargraTe   on  th^^ 
heaths  of  I/xmenbnrg. 

The  opnlcBt  and  commerdal  inty  of  Brtms— 
wick  assumed  the  appeoiance  of  a  camp ; — 
inOead  of  carts  laden  with  merdiandiee,  tiie 
steeets  -wax  now  crowded  vilh  txaiaa  cf 
axtUlny,  followed  hy  waggons  carrying  an- 
unmitiGai;  many  of  the  sho^  were  ^loied, 
because  eervanta,  as  well  as  masters,  weee 
occupied  in  military  exerdGes.  Klaus  Bamer 
was  the  most  actiye  and  enthuaiasdc  of  all 
the  citisenii  of  Brunswick ;  and  it  was  not  with- 
out secret  pleasure  that  he  saw  Eilel  y«l 
Kirchberg  t«ke  part  in  his  militai-y  labooTBi 
and  occupy  himself  with  zeal  and  intelligence 
all  those  which  concerned  the  defence  of 
the  feown. 

Every  ■eveaiag,  sStei   the  busiuesB  of  tbe 
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Y  was  concluded,  Bamer  and  Eicel  luuteaod 
iBE^oy  the  society  of  the  two  ladies;  nnd  the 
elicate  attention,  iiolitenesa  of  maimer,  and 
btble  gallantry  by  wliich  the  latter  eu- 
■oured  to  gaia  tlie  affection  of  the  lorely 
,  d^sipated  by  degrees  the  disquietude  of 
[  tender  mother,  who  had  no  other  thought 
a  the  welfare  of  her  child. 
iDunng  one  of  those  happy  cveningB,  a 
ilier,  leading  another  hoi-aej  arrived  before 
B  door  of  the  captain-general,  Klaus  Jiainer, 
1  demanded  to  speak  with  the  Junker  Eitel 
.  Kirchberg,  to  whom  he  had  an  urgent 
;  to  deliver.  It  was  an  order  iroui  the 
Et  Voa  Stallberg  to  repaii-  inBtantly  to  the 
le,  where  his  guardian,  Seigneur  Henry, 
•  hai  Eomething  of .  impcatance  to  com- 
oickte,  awaited  him. 

ler   cast  a  scrutiniziag   look  on   Jlltel, 
Lose  cheeks  became  suddenly  pale;  but  he 
utued    silent,    and    allowed    the    Jiimkei 
ielf  to  decide. 


^^ 
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It    was    some    minutes   before    Eitel   > 
master  his  feelings;  but  after  a  yisible  effoJI 
he  thus  addresaed  Earner : 

"This  messenger  would  have  arrived  mor:^ 
apropos  at  the  conclusion  of  the   campaign;* 
— then,  endeavoui'ing  to  hide  his  emotion,  1 
cdntinued :     "  I    Ought,    notwithstanding, 
respect  the  wishes  of  my  guardian,  because  a 
mother  made  me  swear  to  do  so,  and  I  mue 
obey.     I  now  quit  you  for  a  short  time ;  but  tl 
occasion  vnll  be   favourable,  by  giving  me  ■ 
opportunity  to  receive  with  my  own  hands  thff^ 
documents  of  my  family,  and  present  them  t 
you  on  my  return,  which  will  be  before  I 
commencement  of  the  campaign,     I  will  thei 
follow  at  your  side  the  banner  of  Brunswick^ 
and  acquire  under  your  eyes  such  titles  as  a 
still  wanting,  before  I  can  aspire  to  the  hand'' 
of  one   of  the  most  beautiful  of  Brunswick'* 
maidens," 

"Art   thou    really   certain   of  returning?" 
inquired   the   captain-general  with    an    enig- 
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matical  .smile:    "or   rather,   wUt  ,thou?   ,il 
fear " 

Eitel  looked  at  ^m,^;«j^ftJl^  as^i^h^^t^ 
"But  vho.  can — ^who  dare  to  prevent  J»^2" 
said  he  "with  warmth.  "  It  could  .  only  be  , 
bondage  that  would  witjihold  me;,apd  py^„ 
if  I  werie  >)urd  .with  .(iams,  fOj  a  i?jsfdl^.,f^. 
lances  should  surround  me^  ,1  wo^d^.  br^^.oi^e. 
after  th^  other.  What  woijd  bj^  hi;^  yr^^,  J^ 
deprived  of  the  pnly  happiness,  ^ttacfeed} to  ijt? 
But  why  raise  an  objeictipn, which  hoth  paifxs 

«  *        • 

and  displeases  jpae,  my  fether  ?",  he. continued, 
with  dignity :  "  Eitel  Von  Earchberg  ia  a 
free  gentleman,  and  neither  Count  Vpn  Stall- 
berg,  por  even  Seigneur  Henryhimself,  dare  to 
censure  my  choice,  or  withhold  mejfrom  fjdr-. 
filling  the  path  which,  I  madq  to  Brunswick, 
henceforth  my  adopted  town."    . 

"Go,  thei^  with  the  blessing  of  .God. I" 
replied  Barner;  "be  faithful  to  thy  word,..a^ 
forget  not  those  whom  thou  h^t.^eft  bejwndj/' . 

"  Eva !"  said.  Eitelj  apprp^cl^Pg  th^^b^uli- 
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fel  girl,  who  with  dowucaat  eyes  endeaToar^^ 
to  hide  her  emotion;  "Eva,  place  confident'* 
HI  me — my  lore  is  eternal!  Think  of  i«^^ 
during  the  few  days  I  tnn  compelled 
absent  irom  ^ee,  because  I  leare  'I'ith  thee  m 
heart ! " 

Then  imprinting  a  kias  on  her  wliite  hani 
and  bidding  a  respectful  adieu  to  Dame 
he  hastened  fi'om  the  apartment,  and  sprin< 
lightly  on  the   steed   that  awaited   him,   wa» 
quickly  lost  to  thek  Tiew. 

Dame  Justa,  seeing  him  depart,  felt  a 
gloomy  presentuncnt  take  posaesBion  of  her; 
and  leaning  on  the  shoulder  of  Bamer,  said 
sorrowfully : 

"It  was  thus,  Bamer,  that  thou  wcrt  once 
separated  fi-om  me,  nor  didst  thou  return  for  a 
long_pei-iod  ;  and  when  thou  didst, — alast 
how  different  wert  thou  to  what  thou  left  me ! 
Oh,  Bamer  t  I  ti'emble  for  the  happineas  of 
our  child!" 

"Calm  thyself,  wife,  calm  thj«eli^'  replied 
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liaglfcnfthiiiiii^  ^drxmmataisces  are  nit  the  nme; 
^  -win  come  back^  fcr  his  hiqipiisess  renuuBs- 
hBxe;;axulh£;ia  not  ignorant  of  it^  like  the  giddy 
J]azaerjt.who^  bliisded  by  hia^  loye^  raa  so  ficr  to^ 
flsek  thai  jEelieity  that  was  dose  to  him:  make 
thyself  easy,  he  will  return,  I  tell  thee ! " 

^Akl"  said  the  tender  mother,  wipizxg  a 
tear  &Qm.  ber  cheeky  ^^  but  should  be  not  do 
SQ^.  cfus  Hnn^  after  being  played  &r  by  dice, 
mil  become  the  laughing*stock  of  the  townt" 

^  What  I "  exclaimed  Bamer,  starting  back, 
^^does  i3ie  name  of  Bamer  appear  to*  thee  sa 
easy  to  outrage,  that  thou  presumest  to  suppose 
this!  No!"  he  continued,  in  a  milder  tone, 
^'lely  on  my  care  to  avoid  such  disgrace,  and 
do  not  give  way  to  disquietudes  which,  whilst 
I  live,  are  unnecessary." 

The  tender  and  submissive  wife  replied  not, 
but  left  the  room  after  Eva,  who  had  retired 
to  her  chamber  to  indulge  her  painftd  emotions 
in  solicitude;  whilst  Bamer  hastened  to  the 
secret  apartment  of  old  Meisebuck,  to  whom 
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he  recounted  what  had  passed^  and  the  sudden 
departure  of  Eitel. 

The  old  man  appeared  transported  with  joy 
on  hearing  this^  and  said  in  a  loud  voice^ 
^^Thc  arrow  is  in  the  heart;  it  has  destroyed 
the  repose  of  the  proud  tyrant.  Patience, 
Duke,  thou  wilt  recognise  the  hand  of  the 
archer  by  the  burning  pain  of  the  wound !" 

Bamor  did  not  greatly  participate  in  the 
satisfaction  expressed  by  the  monk ;  the  words 
of  his  wife  had  thrown  a  gloom  over  his 
mind,  and  troubled  his  soul  more  than  he 
dared  to  avow. 


END   OF   VOL.   1. 


Palmkr  &  ClaytoNi  PriuterB,9|Graue-coart,  FIcet-ttreet. 


EVA    VON    TROTH. 


•  .« 


1^ 


il  VA  VON   TROTH; 


9  €ivcnitU  of  tit  Jbi^teentti  Centuts. 


RANSLATSD  FROM  THE    GERMAN   OF  WILHBLM    BLUMENHAOSN, 


BY 


LOUISA  ADDISON. 


OTHER  TALES  FROM   THE   GERMAN. 


IN    TWO    VOLS. 


VOL.  IL 


LONDON: 

JOSEPH  THOMAS,  FINCH  LANE,  CORNHILL. 

1841. 


...  •     :    :  /    i  : 

LONDON! 
Falmbr  and  Clatton,  Printers/ 
9«Crtiiegaaiu 


EVA    VON    TROTH. 


CHAPTER  XXII. 

EiTBL  Von  Kirchberg,  without  thinking  on 
the  object  of  his  journey,  travelled  gaily 
through  that  mountainous  coxintry  where  he 
had  passed  the  happy  days  of  his  youth. 
Fortune  had  unexpectedly  scattered  her  flowers 
over  his  path^  until  then  so  monotonous.  The 
first  wish  he  had  ever  formed  had  been 
accomplished,  by  destiny,  to  a  greater  extent 
than  he.  had  dared  to  hope.  He  was  beloved ! 
^and  that  youthful  passion,  which  a  few  days 
had  given  birth  to,  had  thrown  him  into  a 
pleasing  and  enchanting  reverie.     How  much 
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more  beautifiil  now,  than  before,  appeared 
him  that  magnificent  forest  of  pines,  the  purpl 
cones  and  green  buds  of  which,  extending 
far   as  the   eye  could  see,  were   lost   in  tln^c 
distance,   and    became    confounded   with    tb.o 
clouds.     The  heavens !  how  lovely,  pure,  and 
bright!     The  varied  songs  of  the  birds,  war- 
bling and  fluttering  amidst  the  bushes  laden 
with  wild   fruit — the   fresh    cascades  of  the 
mountains — ^the  perftime  of  the  prairies,  enar 
melled  with  flowers — the  elegant  stem  of  the 
high   digitalis,    with   its    sceptres    of  flowers, 
which  bordered  the   route — all  wore  an  air 
■of  enchantment;    and  Natuie,  blooming  and 
decked   in  her  loveliest  colours,  appeared  in 
the    eyes   of  the    enraptured   yoimg  man  as 
smiling  as  were  his  hopes. 

On  approaching  the  end  of  his  journey,  his 
companion  suddenly  informed  Eitel  that  it  was 
not  at  the  Castle  of  Stallberg  that  his  guardian. 
Seigneur  Henry,  awaited  him,  but  at  a  hunting- 
seat  in  the  forest  near  the  mountains,  and  to 
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he  most  first  repair  before  visitiiig 
caatle.    £itel>  full  of  hope,  and  desirous  of 
•fcennmftting  a  tedious  afiair^  followed  his  guide 
m^  full  trot  to  the  place  appointed.    Presently 
'the  house^  with  its  high  gable  end  ornamented 
"by   a  stag's  hom^  appeared  above   the  thick 
foliage  of  the  trees.     But  this  spot,  generally 
so  trauqxdl  and  solitary,  presented  at  present 
%    very   different   aspect      Several   chargers, 
oapaiisoned  for  war,  were  snorting,  neighing, 
and  pawing  the  mossy  soil  of  the  forest;   a 
troop  of  armed  cavaliers  were  reclining  amidst 
iBkkB  high  fern,  and  eyed  the  Junker  with  eager 
curiosity.     At   the    door    of  the   house   Eitel 
recognised,  by  the  Ottoman  turban  of  red  and 
yellow,  and  German  collar,   white   as   snow,- 
which   he   wore,   the    African,   the   favourite 
Irttendant,  and  first  axquebusier,  of  his  guar- 
dian. 

£itel  dismounted,  and  entered  a  room,  where 
hd  found  his  guardian  sitting  alone,  in  an 
antique  arm  chair,  awaiting  his  arrival. 
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The  exterior  of  Seigneur  Henry  had  likw 
undergone  a  great  change.  The  giey  coat  a 
brown  mantle,  his  habitual  dresB,  were  super- 
seded hy  the  elegant  vestments  of  a  chevalier 
of  the  period ;  a  brilliant  cuirass,  enriched 
with  chased  silver  ornamentB,  covered  his  manly 
breast,  whilst  the  richly  embroidered  black 
velvet  mantle,  in  which  he  was  enveloped,  gave 
to  his  person  a  noble  and  majestic  appearand 
Near  to  him,  on  an  oaken  tabic,  lay  a  draM 
Bword  with  a  golden  handle,  and  a  glitte 
helmet,  siun-ounded  by  a  radiant  crown  of  g 
and  surmounted  by  a  magnificent  waving  plui 
of  white  and  yellow  feathers,  which  attracted 
for  an  instant  the  eye  of  Eitel. 

At  the  sight  of  the  Junker,  Seigneur  Henrj', 
who  was  leaning  on  the  table,  rose  up  precipi- 
tately, with  a  stern   and   angry  countenai 
but,    as   if  struck   by   a    sudden   th 
delighted   at  the  sight  of  Eitel,   he  reseaj 
himself,  and  assumed  as  much  mildness  as  1 
stern  features  would  permit. 


EVA  VON   TROTH,  O 

•  i     ■' 

*'  God  preserve  you,  dear  Seigneur,'*  said 
Eitel,' cordially  tendering  fiis'  hand;  "it  is  a 
long  time  siitee  we  hav6  seen  eacli  other ;  and  I 
am  the  more  delighted  at  this  meeting,  as  it  will 
accelerate  the  aflair  I  have  in  hand.  I  h^ve 
need  of  some  certificates  and  other  dociimentB 
relative  to  my  birth  arid  fortune,  and  *it  is  also 
necessary  that  you  should  furnish  me  with  them 
as  soon  as  possible,  for  I  am  in  haste  to  return." 

"It  is  necessary,  you  say?*'  replied  the  old 
man^  drawing  Eitel  toward^  him,  and  imprint- 
iog  ..  rfecfion^m  on  hi.  forehe^.  -God 
be  praised  that  thou  hast  returned  safe,  that  I 
have  recovered  thee ;  and  that  those  audacious 
rebels  have  not  robbed  me  of  the  last  treasure 
thy  mother  left  me!  Inconsiderate  and  rash 
youth !  thou  little  knowest  how  I  have  trembled 
for  thy  life ;  all  my  coui-age  as  a  man,  which 
never  before  abandoned  me,  fled  on  learning 
the  infernal  news ! " 

"To  what  do  you  allude?"  demanded  Eitel, 
with  surprise. 
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"  Canst  thou  ask  mc  ?     Here  is  the  l«th 
wliich  has  mibrmed  me  of  all  thy  folHcB, 
the  ridiculous  maaquerade  thou  bast  acted  i 
that  town,  into  which  thou  wouldst  never  1 
placed  thy  foot  hadst  thou  loved  me  as  1 
ehouldst  have  done  ?     But  the  fault  is  mine.  ■] 
ought  to  have  informed  thcc  of  that  Tvhich  i 
day  thou  roust  infallibly  have  learned.     But  I 
am  most  at  a  loss  to  account  for  the  fact  t] 
those  sanguinary  men — those  assassins — (hot 
rebels,    have    allowed    to    escape    from   : 
clutches  my  most  valuable  treasure,  which  I 
demons  of  hell  had  delivered  into  their  hai 

"In  truth,  my  dear  Seigneur,  I  camiot|| 
bU  comprehend  youj"  said  Eitel,  disengagj 
himself  from  the  arm  of  his  guardian;  "if  y 
outrageous  insinuations  apply  to  the  gentlei 
of  Brunswick,  you  greatly  injure  ihcm;  thi^ 
are  brave  and  honest  people,  who  received  me 
with  hospitality,  and  treated  me  with  « 
sideration ;  and  with  them  I  have  made  i 
alliance  for  life.     If  by  a  letter  you  t 
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formed  of  what  has  passed^  its  author  has 
spared  me  a  long  recital^  and  you  are  not 
ignorant  then  of  the  happiness  that  awaits  me. 
Oby  Seigneur !  if  you  did  but  see  that  artless^ 
modest,  and  beautiful  maiden ;  she  is  a  gem  of 
the  creation ;  she  bears  the  same  name  as  did 
my  mother,  Eva :  but  my  mother,  even  good 
and  beautiful  as  she  was,  could  not  be  more 
perfect  than  this  pearl  of  Brunswick/' 

''Era!  and  have  they  dared  to  call  her 
Eva!"  exclaimed  Seigneur  Henry,  his  fece 
becoming  inflamed  with  passion  and  jealousy. 
"This  fool-hardy  man  has  then  had  the 
audacity  to  transmit  the  dream  of  his  Eva  to 
his  accursed  posterity." 

Surprised  and  offended,  Eitel  looked  up 
quickly. 

'^Choose  better  your  words.  Seigneur  Henry," 
said  Eitel,  boldly :  "  she  whom  you  insult  by 
such  an  epithet  is  my  first  love — my  eternal 
love.  She  has  become  my  betrothed  in  the 
presence  of  a  thousand  witnesses." 
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"  Oh !  how  they  must  have  laughed  and 
triumphed — the  bears!"  said  Henry,  grinding 
his  teeth,  and  without  listening  to  the  words 
Hitel.  "How  they  must  have  rejoiced 
seeing  this  blind  boy  in  their  net,  and  that  old, 
thin,  and  mangy  dog ! — *  But  they  shall  dearly 
pay  for  this  boldness ;  I  swear  it,  by  my  beard ! 
and  that  before  the  moon  shall  have  changed 
its  crescent.  My  anger  sbaJl  seize  them 
burning  pincers,  and  the  mangled  remains 
broten  bones  of  the  rebels  shall  serve  i 
future  example  to  their  fellow-citizens." 

The   enraged  warrior    paced    the    chami 
with  large  and  hasty  strides. 

"  My  lord  and  guartlian,"  said  Eitel, 
dignity,   "in  a  sboit  time  I  shall   attain 
majority,  and  then  I  sliall  reply  more  fiilly 
euch  observations ;  for  the  present,  I  beg 
to  give  me  the  information  I  require,  and 
will  separate — or,  by  heaven!  I  may  forget 

*  Alluding  to  tlie  arms   of  Meisebuck,   on  irhich  i 
Tepiesenled  a  dog's  heiid. 
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injunction  of  my  dying  mother.  To  be  candid^ 
H  must  confess,  I  would  scarcely  brook  from  the 
Diiouth  of  a  father  such  langujige  as  you  have 

■  I 

■  » 

Tiow  indiscreetly  used,  and  that,  too,  as  if  you 
"iirere  speaking  to  a  vassal,  and  not  to  a  gen- 
•tleman/* 

At  these  words  the  old  warrior  rose  up,  and 
gravely  advanced  towards  the  Junker. 

**  It  is  true,"  said  he,  "  a  valorous  heart  only 
eould  support  from  a  father's  mouth  such 
diiscourse,  and  it  is  as  such  I  am  privileged  to 
speak.  Know,  then,  that  before  thee  stands. 
3Ienry,  Duke  of  "Wolfenbuttel — the  deadly 
^nerny  of  the  rebellious  burghers  of  Bruns- 
"^ck — the  oflfended  prince  ^ — the  implacable 
^udge  of  that  town  and  its  inhabitants,  on 
"whom  thou  hast  bestowed,  so  warmly,  thy 
j>raise.  Leam,  Eitel,  that  Duke  Henry  is  thy 
:father!'' 

As  if  thunderstruck,  Eitel  bowed  at  those 
terrible  words ;  his  lips  became  pale,  his  eyes 
dim,  and  his  limbs  trembled  convulsively ;  and 
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half   prostrate,    he    Btamnicred,   witb 
scarcely  audible — 

"You!  illustrioua  duke!  are  you,  then, 
fethei  ?     No,  no,  you  deceive  nie ; 
be ;  it  must  not  be.     If  ko,  misfortune  aw; 
my  innocent  head !" 

A  feeling  of  pity  and  love  beamed  in  1 
eyes  of  the  duke  when  he  embraced  his  i 
and  pressed  him  to  his  bosom. 

"A  life  replete  -with  vicissitudes  and  1 
eliips,  has  made  me  too  hasty,"  stud  tJie  p 
with  visible  emotion;  "but  my  love  for  1 
lias  always  been  as  tender  as  that  of  a  r 
Thou  art  the  lii-ing  image  of  hei'  who  sacrificed 
for  me  life,  with  all  the  joys  and  hopes  attached 
to  it ;  of  her  who  was  the  only  being  ou  earth 
I  ever  really  loved.  Thy  mother  was  Eva  Von 
Troth.  Perhaps  thou  axt  aware  how  Duke 
Hciiiy  became  thy  father,  for  sly  foxes  mtro- 
duced  themselves  into  my  most  remote  covers ; 
they  penetrated  the  secret  I  held  most  sacped, 
and  afterwai'ds  exposed  my  love  to  the  scofi 
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of  the  people.  Site],  thou  hast  not  inherited 
£:om  thy  n:iother  that  love  and  fidelity  which 
cost  we  8o  dear^  or  thou  wouldst  not  thus 
irelcome  with  tears  and  alarm  the  hour  wherein 
thou  hast  found  a  father!" 

"  Giye  me  time^  my  lord  duke,  to  collect  my 
ideas^ — giro  me  time,  my  father,  to  recover  my 
l)ewildered  thoughts.  I  feel  as  if  the  earth  had 
opened  beneath  me — as  if  awaiting  on  the  edge 
of  some  trembling  rock,  the  moment  which  was 
to  swallow  me  up  for  ever!  Oh!  I  am  dis- 
Izacted!'' 

''Calm  thyself  my  son,'^  replied  the  duke; 
**  and  show  thyself  worthy  of  thy  courageous 
&ther.  My  other  two  sons  are  valiant  princes, 
"who  know  well  how  to  wield  the  sword  of  old 
Senry;  they  will  achieve  what  I  have  com- 
iBenced.  But  thee  I  reserve  to  be  the  stay 
of  my  old  age.  To  make  thee  great, — to  see 
thee  rise  to  the  highest  pinnacle  of  rank  and 
of  grandeur, — has  been  my  dearest  hope  and 
ctBstant    ^ikdeavour,    and    the    monument   J 
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would  raiae  to  the  jneniOTy  of  tty  -wortliy 
mother.  Abready  the  papal  bull,  ■which 
permits  me  to  actnowledge  thee  as  my  son, 
has  arrived.  The  war  which  is  on  the  point  of 
being  declared,  and  the  result  of  which,  from 
my  combinations,  I  calculate  upon  as  certain, 
will  give  me  the  means  of  conicrring  on  thee  a 
duchy.  But,  misery  to  me  !  i£  in  the  moment, 
when  this  enterprise,  prepaied  with  such  care, 
and  for  so  long  a  time,  is  on  the  point  of  being 
accomplished,  I  only  find  in  thee,  in  lien  of  a 
noble  and  heroic  scion  of  the  race  of  Guelph, 
a  pusillanimous  boy,  without  resolution,  withont 
courage, — a  son  without  affection,  and  totally 
unworthy  the  brilliant  destiny  which  my  love 
had  prepared  for  him  !" 

The  tone  of  reproach  which  accompanied 
these  words  had  a  powerful  effect  on  Eitel,  and 
partly  restored  his  presence  of  mind. 

"  My  noble  father,"  he  said  timidly,  "  I 
honour  and  love  you,  I  acknowledge  the 
inappreciable  happiness  of  being  called  your 
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son ;  but  why  is  it  that,  with  my  gratitude,  I 
can  only  offer  you  a  broken  heart!  Yes,  I 
kaow  all ;  nothing  ia  hidden  from  me.  Oh ! 
my  fether !  you  hare  acted  harsiily  towards 
this  Bamer,  who  is  honom^ed  and  beloved  by 
all  who  know  him.  Perhaps  in  this  event, 
which  has  bo  greatly  exasperated  you,  the  God 
of  Mercy  may  have  destined  me  to  become  the 
anediator  between  two  men  so  noble  and 
generous !  Permit  me  to  be  the  angel  of 
Teconciliati<m  betwixt  you.  You  are  aware 
of  the  ardent  love  which  fills  my  soul ;  my  life, 
my  happiness  deiicnds  on  it ;  and  Uke  you,  who 
could  not  be  induced  by  the  opinion  of  the 
world  to  renounce  my  mother,  I  also  find  it 
impossible  to  renounce  my  Eva!" 

"  Thou  ait  yet  but  a  boy,  and  I  was  then  a 
mui,  impassioned  and  headstrong,"  replied 
Henry.  "  Thou  wilt  presently  forget  the  bride 
played  for  with  dice,  as  the  child  forgets  the 
toy  he  wins  at  the  fair.  But  to  reconcile  me 
and  Bamer ! — the  lion  and  the  fox ! — my  noble 
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eagle  to  mingle  his  blood  with  that  of  this  bird 
of  night  1 — Nay,  speak  not !  thou  must  be  mad 
to  imagine  such  a  thing.  Thou  hast  vertiga 
but  I  know  how  to  cure  thee.  Ra 
rounded  only  for  one  month  by  glory  and 
honour ;  fight  by  ray  eidc  in  the  battle,  armed 
with  the  weapons  of  my  noble  family ;  and  then 
thou  wilt  cast  a  look  of  scorn  and  contempt  on 
all  the  race  of  burghers,  and  the  young  coquette 
who  has  ensnared  thee." 

"Do  not  calumniate  her,"  exclaimed  Eitel 
with  bitterness ;  "  Eva  is  an  innocent 
humble  maiden,  as  God  is  my  witness  I 
not  ten  fathera — dukes  or  princes — cam 
make  me  relinquish  her.  It  is  necessary 
I  should  return :  my  heart,  my  oath,  my 
honoui",  all  belong  to  Brunswick !  I  must 
instantly  begone  !"  And  the  impetuous  young 
man  approached  the  door  to  depart. 

"Junker!"  said  the  UTitated  Duke,  "doat 
thou  think  that  such  audadty  is  to  be  |rardoncd 
in  the  son  of  H«nry^      X^y  father 
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ocmrage^-lie  lores  it ;  but  not  when  it  degene- 
xates  into  temerity.  Haye  the  heretical  dogs 
already  refonned  thee,  and  tanght  thee  to 
deflpise  all  thy  dudes  as  a  son  ?  If  thou  failest 
in  thine  as  a  child,  I  will  perform  those  of  a 
father  with  the  greatest  exactitude.  To  horse ! " 
he  cried,  with  a  thunderhig  voice  from  the 
open  window,  to  his  cuirassiers. 

Immediately  was  heard  the  clashing  of 
armour  and  long  swords.  Eitel  saw  the  robust 
cayaliers  quickly  rise  up  and  arrange  them- 
selyes  in  order  by  the  side  of  their  horses,  as 
if  they  had  sprung  out  of  the  earth;  their 
rough  and  peevish  looks  were  turned  towards 
him,  and  he  discovered  with  terror  that  he  was 
a  prisoner,  that  all  resistance  was  in  vain,  and 
resignation  and  patience,  henceforth,  all  that 
were  left  to  him. 

*'  Poor  Eva ! "  murmured  he,  sighing,  whilst 
he  obeyed  the  imperative  order  of  the  duke  to 
mount  his  horse,  and  follow  him.  The  moor 
who  held  the  rein  of  his  courser  presented  the 
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Etirrap,  the  rank  of  cavaliers  opened,  and  the 
i\vikc  placed  liimself  at  their  head,  whilst  Ejtelj 
with  downcast  eye,  and  heart  full  of  bitterness, 
pursued  his  road  through  the  forest,  hj  the 
side  of  his  silent  and  irritated  father. 
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CHAPTER  XXIII. 

The  month  of  July  arrived,  and  with  it  all  the 
horrors  of  war,  which  advanced  with  giant 
steps,  and  every  day  spread  further  and  farther 
over  that  unfortunate  country,  already  de- 
vastated by  the  light  troops  of  Mansfeld. 
Albert  of  Brandenburg,  surnamed  the  Achilles, 
forcibly  entered  the  Catholic  towns ;  and  whilst 
every  one  supposed  him  to  be  occupied  with 
rebellious  factions  in  Franconia,  he  suddenly 
made  his  appearance,  with  a  chosen  army,  near 
to  Hanover,  united  his  troops  to  those  of  Prince 
Eric,  and  proceeded  by  forced  marches  towards 
Brunswick,  where  he  arrived  on  the  sixth 
Sunday  after  Trinity,  the  9th  of  July,  1553, 
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with  the  intention  of  surprising  the  enemy' 
countiy,  which  he  believed  to  be  divested  <rf 
troops,  and  renewing  the  chase  which 
Landgrave  of  Hesae  had  commenced 
years  before  against  tlie  Duke  of  Wolfenbuttel. 
But  for  once,  this  skiliul  warrior  was  deceived 
in  his  calculations ;  hia  adversary  had  divined 
his  planS)  and  was  prepared  to  resist  him ;  and 
the  review  which  Duke  Albert  pretended  to 
make  on  the  heaths,  was  changed  into  one  of 
tie  most  bloody  battles  of  that  epoch,  and 
became  celebrated  in  history  under  the  name  of 
The  Battle  of  Sievcrhausen."' 

The  auxiliary  corps,  famished  by  the  town 
of  BiTinswick,  received  orders  to  join  the  allied 
troops,  near  the  small  town  of  Burgdorff,  for  the 
purpose  of  receiving  instiuctions  trom  the 
mai'grave  on  the  order  of  battle. 

When   the   moment   of   depaituie 


ed  '4^^ 


*  Wllhelm  Von  BIimteaLagen  hu  given  a  detailed 
account  of  tliis  battle  in  an  historical  romance  enlilled 
"The  Battle  of  SieTerhanMB." 
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Dame  Justa  and  Eva  beheld  with  silent  sorrow 
Klaus  Bamer  accoutre  himself  for  the  war, 
which  was  his  element.  After  seeing  that 
nothing  was  wanting  in  his  equipment,  the 
anxious  wife  left  the  apartment,  to  hide  from 
her  husband  the  poignant  grief  which  filled  her 
breast  and  the  tears  that  flowed  from  her  eyes. 

With  heavy  heart,  Dame  Justa  and  Era 
looked  down  from  the  balcony  on  Bamer, 
ready  to  mount  his  steed,  while  the  wan  and 
sinister  nsi^e  of  old  Meisebuck  appeared  on 
t^e  threshold. 

^  Well,  IQaus,*'  said  he,  in  a  malicious  tone, 
*^  where  are  now  all  thy  delicious  hopes  ?  thy 
8(m-in-Iaw,  the  son  of  thy  enemy,  has  deceived 
thee!  He  will  never  return;  and  thy  ven- 
geance has  glided  through  thy  hafids  like  an 
eel  in  fresh  water." 

**  No !  by  heavens  !  he  shall  not  escape  me," 
replied  Earner,  with  warmth,  whilst  tightening 
the  buckle  of  his  girdle,  and  closing  more 
firmly  the  clasp  of  his  steel  helmet.     "  He  is  a 
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a  prleoner  at  Wolfenbuttel ;  but  I  go  to  deliver 
him,  for  the  campaign  is  to  commence  by  the 
attack  of  the  castle,  ■which  is  at  this  moment 
feebly  garrisoned." 

"  Success  attend  thee,"  replied  MciaehucJi. 
"Salute  for  me  Henry  the  Bearded,  shouldst 
thou  meet  -witJi  him.  His  two  sons,  they  say, 
accompany  him ;  lose  not  this  opportunity, 
Klaus !  Annihilate  the  breed  of  the  "Wolf,  and 
ihy  son-in-law  will  wear  the  ducal  crown." 

Bainer  shuddered,  and  said  with  a  con- 
temptuous smile,  "  The  inhabitjints  of  Bruns- 
wick have  given  to  my  innocent  and  pious 
child  the  title  of  the  '  Deserted  Betrothed.' 
£ut  those  injuries  shall  cost  him  dear  who  has 
been  the  cause ;  I  will  make  him  feel,  in  the 
midst  of  all  his  grandeur,'  more  deserted  than 
Bhe.  Meiscbuck,"  he  added  in  a  louder  tone, 
at  the  same  time  placing  his  foot  in  the  stirrup, 
"  hast  thou  not  observed  that  the  rain  during 
the  night  has  covered  the  leaves  of  the  trees 
and  the  herbs  with  spots   resembling  blood? 
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K  is  heaven  itself  that  sends  me  the  presage ; 
tiie  tyrant  keep  out  of  the  way  of  my 
arquebusiers ;  for  I  have  steeped  my  buUets 
ia  the  gall  of  my  anger." 

A  ferocious  laugh  contracted  hia  lips  while 
uttering  these  bitter  words,  which  painted  so 
energetically  the  violence  of  his  feelings.  The 
silent  monk  replied  only  by  a  singular  smile; 
which  was  followed  by  one  still  more  terrible, 
with  which  and  a  familiar  gesture  he  took 
leave  of  his  host,  and  returned  into  his  con- 
cealment. At  that  moment,  Justa  with  Eva 
i  descended  and  appeared  at  the  door.  The 
ight  of  the  latter,  whose  cheeks  had  so  faded 
ice  the  departure  of  Eitel,  made  a  moumftil 
bresnon  on  the  already  lacerated  heart  of 
He  approached,  embraced  her,  and 
npTinted  on  her  forehead  a  paternal  kiss. 
Fatience !"  ho  murmmed,  in  a  low  voice; 
then  tvirned  to  Justa,  who  endeavoured  to 
appear  more  calm  than  she  really  was — 
P  Adieu,  my  Justa !  have   courage !   the  wife 
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ofBnmer  ouglit  to  jiossesB  it,  antl  I  canjusti 
say  thine  has  never  yet  failed  any  more  tli^^»- 
thy    love.     Come,    come;   it   is    but    a    sho^^^ 
absence,  I  shall  be  with  thee  ngain  in  eigB 
days,  if  it  please  God ! " 

"If  it  please  God!"  repeated  the  resigned 
wife ;  and  theii'  affectionate  child,  while  wipin-i^^ 
away  her  tears,  repeated  the  same  words. 

Earner  hastily  mounted   his  steed,  and  i 
off  at    a   gallop    at   the    head    of  his   brav^"** 
squadron. 

The  antngonist  armies  met  on  the  plains  ofc^^^ 
Burgdorff,  the   encounter   being   quite   uner— '^^ 
pected  on  both  sides.     The  battle  commenced  .^^ 
with    fary,    and    continued   fcom    noon    until     -^^ 
evening.     The    margrave    on   the    first    onset 
defeated  the  Saxons;  but  the  Duke  of  Wolf- 
enbuttel,  in  his  turn,  remained  master  of  the 
field.     Yet,  with  this  success,  he  had  the  g^ef 
to  behold,  lifeless  on  the  plain,  the  bodies  of 
hie  two   sons,  both  of  them   pierced    to   the 
heart,  in  the  bloom  of  health,  by  balls,  which 
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the  unfortunate  father  felt  assured  had  been 
directed  by  the  Rkilful  hand  of  his  mortal 
enemy. 

This  brilliant  victory  was,  however,  for  the 
proud  Henry  a  day  of  mourning;  and  the 
profound  grief  which  this  double  loss  occa- 
sioned him,  broke  for  ever  the  hitherto 
immoveable  firmness  of  his  character. 

The  old  prince  wept  bitterly  over  the 
remains  of  his  two  children ;  and  one  of  the 
troubadours  of  Brunswick  immortalized  his 
sorrow  by  the  following  Knee  :— 

**  The  haughty  conqueror's  triumph's  dashed  with  tears, 
He  counts  his  slain,  and  mourns  the  wreath  he  wears. 
'Tis  thus  the  hand  of  an  avenging  God 
Bows  down  the  guilty,  'neath  his  chastening  rod.** 
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CHAPTER  XXIV. 


The  bells   of  the  steeples    of  WolfenbutteL 
tolled  slowly  and  heavily  a  faneral  knell^  an^ 
an  immense  concourse  of  people^  clothed  ia^ 
mourning,  surrounded  the  church.    The  ducaL- 
sepulchre  had  just   been   opened   to   receive 
within  its  sombre  bosom  the  mortal  remains 
of  the  sons  of  Henry  of  Wolfenbuttel ;  those 
scions    of  the  Guelphic   race,  and   the    most 
brilliant  flowers  of  all  the  Holy  Empire. 

Eitel  Henry  Von  Kirchberg,  delivered  from 
the  temporary  arrest  which  his  father  had 
imposed  upon  him  during  his  absence,  saw 
his  noble  brothers  descend  into  that  gulph 
from  whence  no  traveller  returns.    Forgetting 
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the  severity  with  which  his  father  had  treated 
hinij^  forgetting  his  most  ardent  wishes^  even 
all  that  concerned  himself^  he  now  thought  only 
on  the  despair  of  his  pai-ent,  deploring  in  soli- 
tude the  double  loss  he  had  sustained^  and 
dnldng  under  the  fatal  stroke.  Urged  by  a 
sentiment^  pure  and  filial,  he  precipitately 
left  the  church  immediately  the  ceremony 
was  concluded^  and  hastened  to  the  castle  to 
offer  to  his  father  the  consolation  he  so  greatly 
needed. 

He  found  the  prince  in  a  retired  apartment, 
decorated  with  a  full-length  portrait  of  Henry 
the  lion^  and  reclining  in  a  large  arm  chair; 
liis  eyes,  red  with  weeping,  were  fixed  on  the 
person  of  his  illustrious  ancestor,  while  tears 
8tood  glistening  on  his  long  and  bushy  beard. 

Eitel  entered  without  noise ;  but  overpowered 
l)y  the  aspect  of  that  sorrow,  more  terrible  in 
its  silence,  he  uttered  a  plaintive  cry,  and 
throwing  himself  at  the  feet  of  the  duke,  hid 
lu8  face  in  his  paternal  bosom.     What  is  more 
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heart-rending,  more  raMnmg,  disn  to  aee  a 
brave  man,  ^ho  has  coorageoiiriy  stroked 
against  the  Btrokes  of  destiny,  mep  for  as 
olgect  his  heart  has  lost  for  ever!  When  eyes 
like  those  melt  into  tears,  we  feel  the  frailty 
of  human  nature;  and  the  weak  have  good 
cause  to  tremble,  when  they  see  othen  bo 
much  stronger  than  themaelTes  saccmnb  under 
the  rigour  of  fate. 

The  (hike  gazed  fer  some  time  npon  Eitej, 
aa  if  just  awakened  from  a  paintul  dream,  and 
cndearouriug  to  recall  to  his  memory  some 
recollection  of  the  past  Suddenly  w^ung 
away  the  tears,  which  fell  drop  by  drop  upon 
the  forehead  of  the  young  man  kneeling 
before  him,  he  passed  his  hand  throagh  the 
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131006  aangoinary  rebels  hare  spared  thee. 
Akl  wliat  liaiid  could  be  so  barbarous  as  to 
direct  a  weapon  against  thy  bosom — against 
those  features  beaming  with  innocence  and 
youth !  But  let  me  warn  thee  for  the  future 
-^take  heed  to  thyself,  and  never  venture 
beyond  these  walls  but  with  a  double-coat  of 
mail*  nor  expose  thyself  like  those  rash  youths^ 
who  inherited  their  obstinacy  from  their 
mother.  Those  heretics  are  dragons  vomited 
£rom  hell;  they  know  the  part  where  the 
giaiit  is  vulnerable.  Oh  1  Earner^  Earner ! 
give  me  back  my  sons!  and  I  will  deliver 
up  my  aged  bosom  as  a  target  for  thy  marks- 
menl'* 

The  old  man  covered  his  face  with  both 
his  hands,  then  softly  repulsing  Eitel,  he  rose 
up,  and  paced  the  chamber  with  hurried 
stop :  "  It  is  the  will  of  God,"  said  he,  in 
a  tone  of  resignation ;  and  stopping  before  the 
portrait  of  Henry  the  Lion,  he  continued, 
''Do  not   afflict  thyself,   my  noble    ancestor, 
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he 

added  with 

cause  to   '  .,  "  Here  is  thy  heir.    It  is 

much  it'  ,  tlic  sTvord  of  Henry  shaU  ^un 
the  rip  ,11  from  its  scahhard,  and  annihilate 
"D  its  Jasf  stroke  the  adversaries  of  thy  faith 
«•  J  crown,  so  tliat  this  dear  infant  may  rule 
'  J*  domain  with  the  sceptre  of  mildness  and 
fgrc  bequeathed  him  by  his  mother." 

Eitol,  with  pale  check  and  oppressed  bosom, 
remarked  the  bewildered  eyes  of  the  duke: 
"  Calm  yourself,  my  father,"  said  he,  "  calm 
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my  enemy.  Strange  fatality!  Who  would 
believe  in  such  mysterious  events,  without 
having  experienced  them?  If  my  words 
appear  obscTire,  listen  to  the  explanation," 
continued  the  duke  more  cahnly.  "  I  wish 
to  conquer  for  thee  a  kingdom;  God  himself 
has  ordained  thee  to  have  one.  A  brief  £rom 
the  pope  acknowledges  thee  as  my  legitimate 
son.  The  death  of  thy  brothers  makes  thee 
heir  to  jny  duchy  and  to  all  my  dominions. 
May  Eternal  Providence  deign  to  accord  thy 
.&ther  the  years  necessary  to  establish  thee 
firmly  on -thy  throne,  and  to  protect  thee 
until  thy  hand  shall  be  sufficiently  strong  to 
hold  the  helm  and  navigate  the  vessel  on 
the  stormy  ocean  of  the  world." 

Eitel   extended   his  arms   as  if  to    repulse 

w 

with  horror  the.  seducing  gifts :  ^^  God  preserve 
me,"  he  exclaimed,  "  from  becoming  the 
usurper  of.  a  throne,  or  sullying  my  hands 
with  the  goods  of  another !     Your  eldest  son. 


EVA    VON  TROTH. 


legitimate 


heir?' 


"Silenee!"  said  the  dnke  with  anger; 
''  name  not  that  impious  man.  I  will  enclose 
the  heretic  witliin  four  wallfl,  if  he  presume 
to  present  himself  to  my  eyes.  He  kae  da- 
honoured  my  race;  he  will  be  the  shsrpest 
nail  in  my  coffin  I  A  son  of  Henry  amidst 
the  apostates  and  excommunicated  of  the 
church!  Horrible!  horrible!"  And  the  old 
duke  started  from  liis  seat,  and  agaia.  paced 
th«  room  with  hasty  step.  The  fury  that 
this  thought  excited  in  his  breast  nearly 
amounted  to  frenzy.  Eitel  remained  silent  till 
his  father's  angry  accent  became  changed  into 
inarticulate  sounds,  and  his  looks,  animated 
by  indignation,  had  become  fiied  and  pen- 
sive;  but  as  soon  as  this  burst  o(  pasdofi 
had  subsided,  he  advanced  slowly  towas^ 
the  old  man,  and  stood  before  bim  with,  a 
look  of  BUppHcation.     Henry,  deeply  affected. 
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threw  liis  left  arm  round  ike  neck  of  Eitel, 
ai(d  throwing  back  the  luxuriant  tresses  of 
the  Junker^  gazed  on  him  with  tender  emotion; 
•^  Era!  dear  Eva!*'  he  at  last  exclaimed,  with 
htw  and  trembling  voice,  ^^what  dost  thou 
demand  of  me  by  the  mouth  of  thy  son  ?" 

'^  My  jEather,"  said  Eitel,  "  do  not  be  so 
imjost  Bjoji  severe !  If  you  are  ixritated  against 
your  son^who  is  the  only  and  legitimate  heir 
^  youx  house,  do  not  deprive  your  grandson 
o£  his  patrimony,  and  much  less  of  the  love 
JOU  owe  him  as  his  grandfather." 

"  Grandson !  gxand&ther !  what  wouldst  thou 
f«y?"  demanded  the  duke,  with  surprise. 

^  Undoubtedly,"  replied  Eitel,  with  an 
inesistible  snule,  "  the  daughter  of  the 
.dieotor,  the  Princess  Hedwige  of  Branden- 
haxg,  has  given  a  son  to  Prince  Julius;  he 
k  named  Henry  after  you,  and  is,  they  say, 
ft  xeimarkable  resemblance.  To  him,  my  noble 
&ther,  belongs  thy  ducal  crown;  and  if  you 
pesrsist    in    the    desire    of  loading   me   with 
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honours,  teach  me  the  axt  of  war,  and  name 
me  the  first  chevalier  and  protector  of  thy 
grandson." 

"  Thou  art  just  lite  thy  sweet  mother," 
said  the  duke,  with  melancholy :  "  she  alao 
despised  splendour  and  the  purple,  preferring 
a  tranquil  life,  in  sohtary  obscurity,  to  all 
the  brilliant  grandeur  of  a  court.  Guided  by 
love,  she  quitted  all  without  regret,  and 
surrounded  by  her  children,  felt  happy  in 
loving  and  being  beloved:  the  solitude  of 
Staufcnberg  was  to  her  smiling  and  beautiful. 
Alas ! "  and  a  deep  sigh  concluded  Ma  words. 

Eitel  sighed  also.  "  I  am  the  son  of  that 
cherished  woman,"  he  replied,  "  and  I  feel 
more   happy  when    near   to   you   than   could 


self  from  the  caressmg  arms  whidi  surromided 
him ;  ^'  I  will  hear  nodnng.  Take  care,  im- 
prudent boy,  do  not  rekindle  mj  anger;  I 
see  to  what  ihy  wishes  tend.  Never!  no, 
never  will  I  listen  to  them;  and  those  who 
belong  to  me  mnst  hate  mj  enemies !" 

'^My  only  heritage  was  love,*'  said  Eitel, 
sighing,  and  without  being  alarmed  at  the 
abruptness  of  the  old  man ;  ^^  must  I  then 
now  learn  to  hate?  I  have  seen  sufficient, 
during  the  short  period  I  have  resided  in 
this  castle,  to  convince  me  of  the  terrible 
and  cruel  results  of  that  passion.  Your 
enmity  has  been  great;  and  your  anger — ^has 
it  not  sharpened  the  arrows  that  threaten 
your  head?  Father,  I  am  the  offspring  of 
lore ;  permit  me  to  confirm  that  title ;  permit 
me  to  love  you,  to  love  my  brother  Julius, 
the  little  Henry,  and  all  that  belong  to  you! 
Oh^  for  Heaven's  sake!  let  the  nuld  sun  of 
affection  melt  the  ice  that  surrotmds  your 
noble  heart.     Try  the  effects   of  clemency; 
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re-animate  tlie  love  extingaUhed  in  tlte  bearti 
of  your  subjects,  by  that  mildness  60  mud 
esteemed  in  a  prince,  wliicli  is  of  itself  sufficient 
to  make  him  adored.  Restore  to  Julius 
zighta;  assure  your  grandson  of  your  CTOwn; 
and  leave  to  me  the  care  of  watching 
and  surrounding  yoiu-  declining  years  with 
that  afiectton  and  happiness,  of  whieb,  sums 
death  robbed  you  of  my  mother,  you  have 
been  deprived." 

During  this  discourse,  pronounced  in  a  low 
and  supplicating  tone,  tlie  old  iirince  appeared 
to  be  struggling  with  contending  emotions  j  his 
natural  violence  was  ou  the  point  of  bursting 
forthrbut  casting  bis  eye  on  the  mild  features 
of  Eitel,  which  recalled  so  many  sweet  remem- 
brances, the  harsh  words  he  was  about  to  nttei 
eipii'ed  on  bis  hps.  "Clemency!  pardon  1" 
he  murmured  with  an  irreBolute  air ;  "  no  olie 
cares  for  it — no  one  claims  it  of  mel  In  a 
country  of  schismatics,  at  the  splendid  fetes  of 
the  electoral  coiu:t  of  Hanover,  no  one 
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of  old  BLenry  but  with  hatred  and  anger ;  and 
they  do  not  consider  it  necessary  that  the  rude 
hand  of  the  grandfather  should  bless  his 
grandchild." 

On  these  words,  which  presaged  an  approach- 
ing change  in  the  feelings  of  the  old  man,  Eitel 
rose  up  joyfully;  and  in  all  probability  would 
eventually  have  obtained  all  he  desired,  had 
not  the  sudden  opening  of  the  door  interrupted 
their  conversation.  Cid,  the  African,  entered, 
covered  with  dust,  and  his  sparkHng  eyes 
announced  that  something  extraordinary  had 
occurred. 

The  duke  advanced  to  meet  hioi. 

^^What  news  bringcst  thou,  faithful  mes- 
senger?" inquired  Henry;  "has  the  imperial 
decree  intimidated  the  rebels?  Have  they 
consented  to  present  themselves  before  the 
Emperor  Charles,  to  repay  the  wrongs  they 
have  done  me,  to  restore  the  country  to  peace ; 
in  short,  that  my  bloody  sword,  and  that  of  aU 
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the  Gorman  princes,  may  repose  in  the  scab- 
bard, as  is  the  emperor's  wish  ?" 

"  My  lord  and  master,"  replied  Cid,  with  his 
hands  crossed  on  his  breast,  and  howing  nearly 
to  the  ground;  "you  must  not  suspend  your 
buckler  on  the  wall.  Whilst  the  panther  wags 
his  tail,  the  prudent  hunter  will  not  approachj 
should  he  even  see  his  blood  flow  from  twenty 
different  wounds.  I  have  been  sent  from  the 
camp  hy  your  general,  the  noble  Seigneur  Gent 
Von  Campe,  with  the  following  message : 

"The  emperor's  ambassador  has  arrived  ^ 
Bniuawick ;  hut  he  has  only  been  received 
with  outrage  and  insults, 

" '  The  burghers  of  tlie  free  toTi^n  of  Bruns- 
wiclf,'  replied  the  senate  of  the  town  to  the 
ambassador,  'no  longer  write  excepting  with 
their  swords  in  letters  of  blood  on  the  skins 
of  their  enemies,  having  forgotten  the  art  of 
writing  on  parchment  since  they  lost  their 
popish  wTi ting- masters.'     The  Baron  of  Ranch- 
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enplatte  threw  the  imperial  letter  at  the  feet  of 
the  envoy,  and  Bratm  Von  Bnttwar  ordered 
the  latter  to  be  driven  from  the  town-hall  by 
his  valets.  I  am  further  charged  to  say,  that 
the  Margrave  Albert'is  at  Brunswick,  where 
he  distributes  money  in  profusion,  to  enable 
the  rebels  to  arm  themselves  with  promptness. 
Jost  Von  HoUa  and  Colonel  Forst  of  the 
cavalry,  wounded  in  the  last  battle,  were  sur- 
prised during  the  night,  and  carried  into  the 
town,  where,  according  to  report,  they  were 
decapitated,  as  were  formerly  George  Teufel 
and  Hakenholz.  Thirty  of  your  arquebusiers 
liave  also  been  taken  prisoners.  This  is  the 
purport  of  my  message,  and  the  colonel  awaits 
with  impatience  the  orders  of  your  highness.'* 

The  duke's  countenance  was  flushed  with 
fury. 

"  Are  these  the  hopes  on  which  you  recom- 
mend  'to  me  fixture  clemency  and  pardon, 
effeminate  youth  ?"  inquired  the  duke  of  Eitel, 
in  an  ironical  tone.    The  yoxmg  prince  was 
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greatly  affected.  "  Out  of  tliy  scabbard  i 
more,  my  good  sword,"  continued  Henry; 
sweai-,  by  an  avenging  God!  this  new  i 
shall  be  revenged  before  I  Blieath  thee.  1 1 
see  those  audacious  wretclies  trembling  before 
me,  and  grovelling  in  the  dust,  as  I  have 
aeen  tlie  blood  of  their  chieis,  before  I  will 
sign  tlielr  pardon.  Yes,  I  will  be  avenged, 
were  I  even  to  reduce  to  a  heap  of  a^ies  the 
beautiful  city  of  Leo, — were  I  to  break  my 
grey  head  against  the  walls  of  that  town,  wlucli 
was  built  by  princes,  but  now  protects  i 
rebels.  To  horse !"  he  added,  in  a  calmet  t 
"  Cid,  send  off  cavaliers  in  every  direction  j 
no  time  be  lost.  Ketum  thou  to  the  camp ;  1 
the  general  assemble  all  ti'oops  dispersed  in  tj 
villages,  invest  the  town,  establish  himself  a 
the  ancient  encampment  before  Pont  £didies> 
thorc  ;  let  them  throw  up  intrcnchmcnts  from 
the  windmill  as  fai'  as  Griesberg,  I  will  repaif 
there,  even  to-day,  with  the  ehte  of  my  uoU 
whom  I  Lad  invited  to  a  funeral  banquft,  j 
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LoQour  of  my  departed  sons ;  but  there  will  be 
safBdent  time  afterwards  to  fulfil  those  duties. 
Bid  the  grand  marshal  prepare  the  banquetting 
faftll  for  the  ceremony^"  said  the  duke^  address* 
jskg  a  yalet;  ^'and  thou^  Cid^  repair  to  the 
field  with  my  orders  to  Gent  Von  Campe." 

The  African  made  a  low  bow^  and  departed 
like  an  arrow. 

^  Your  wounds  at  the  battle  of  Sieyerhausen^ 
are  they  already  closed  ?"  said  the  duke^  point- 
ing with  his  finger  to  the  window  which  looked 
towards  Brunswick:  ^^Eric  has  made  peace 
with  me  after  I  delivered  his  castle  of  Erich- 
bourg  to  the  flames ;  and  you  dare  to  attempt^ 
without  his  Hanoverians^  a  new  battle^  when 
infli  tliem  you  did  not  gain  even  a  sprig  «rf 
laurel ?  No  matter;  you  will  find  old  Henrjr 
always  ready  to  chastise  you ;  and  this  time  he 
will  iU)t  yield  till  he  lays  you  in  the  dust^ 
or  until  he  finds  a  grave  beneath  the  walk  of 
flietown?" 

*^My  father/'  said  Eitel^  with  a  depressed 
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air,  "  it  is  a  comtat  of  despair  you  are 
preparing  for  yourself.  I  entreat  you  to  let 
me  accompany  you.  Tlie  bucklers  of  your 
Bons  no  longer  shield  your  bosom;  suffer  mc 
to  replace  them ;  my  feeble  and  unnerved  arm, 
it  19  true,  is  not  sufficiently  skilled  to  deal  a 
mortal  blow;  the  thought  of  inflictiiig  one 
makes  my  heart  shudder :  my  gi-eatest  care 
would  be  to  guai-d  your  head  from  the  steel  of 
the  enemy;  and  to  what  more  noble  employ- 
ment can  I  consecrate  ray  life  than  that  of 
defending  yours.  You  hare  given  me  the 
title  of  a  prince,  give  me  also  the  spurs  of  a 
chevalier." 

"  Thou  shalt  have  them,"  replied  the  old 
man,  after  a  short  reflection ;  "  thou  shalt  bear 
in  this,  thy  first  campaign,  the  banner  of  my 
ancestor,  Magnus,  with  its  device,  the  grey 
wolf.  But  guard  thyself  from  the  ai'quebueicrs 
of  Earner,  Be  prudent,  Eitel;  remain  dm 
the  battle  in  the  place  which  I  shall  assij 
tiiee ;  remember,  I  have  now  nothing  but  tlu 
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to  lose/'  A  tear  stood  in  the  eye  of  the  stern 
old  w«rior  while  giving  tins  advice  to  his  son, 
and  he  pressed  him  closely  to  his  breast. 

Soon  afterwards  the  galleries  of  the  castle 
resounded  with  the  clang  of  arms ;  the  chiefs 
and  captains^  assembled  by  the  order  of  the 
dnke^  repaired  to  the  hall  where  the  funeral 
banquet  awaited  them.  Henry  and  his  son 
retired  immediately  after  the  repast,  which 
was  shorty  gloomy^  and  silent.  The  duke 
announced  to  his  warriors  that  hostilities  were 
about  to  recommence,  and  desired  them  to  hold 
themselves  in  readiness  to  accompany  him  in 
the  course  of  two  hours,  to  superintend  a  new 
plan  of  operations  which  he  meditated  against 
the  headstrong  citizens  of  Brunswick. 

The  intelligence  was  received  with  trans- 
port by  those  to  whom  it  was  addressed ;  and 
immediately  was  heard  the  shrill  sound  of 
trumpets  calling  the    cavaliers   to  horse:   the 

* 

neighing  of  steeds  in  the  courts  of  the  castle^ 
the  tumult  of  armed  men,  scarcely  refreshed 
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from  the  fatigue  of  tlie  last  campaign  before 
they  were  called  again  to  hasten  into  the  aims 
of  deaths  all  evinced  what  influence  a  biaTe 
man  generally  possesses  over  noble  minds; 
and  the  sight  of  the  majestic  did  prince^  with 
his  helmet  and  lofty  plnme^  and  clad  in  aimour, 
gave  an  idea  to  those  who  surrounded  him, 
that  he  was  in  every  respect  worthy  of  that 
power  which  he  loved  to  exerdbe. 
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CHAPTER  XXV. 

SiKCE  the  last  battle  the  states  of  Brunswick 
had  again  begun  to  respire.  A  look  thrown. 
over  the  bloody  plains  of  Burgdorjaf,  where  die 
flower  of  their  chiyalry  and  youth  had  found  a 
premature  graye^  made  them  hope  that^  for  that 
year  at  least,  they  would  be  &ee  from  the 
horrors  of  war.  But  soon  again,  on  the  boun- 
dairy  of  their  territories,  were  heard  the 
trumpeU  of  Duke  Henry.  The  troops  hastily 
quitted  their  cantonments,  where  they  had  not 
long  arrived;  the  garrisons,  with  banners  dis- 
played, left  the  towns  to  take  the  field ;  and  all 
the  inhabitants  of  the  coimtry,  yet  smoking  and 
devastated  firom  the  depredatbns  of  Mansfeld, 
were  again  seized  with   fear  at  the  sight    of 
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tliose  cavaliers  covered  with  steel,  who  seemed 
to  carry  death  in  their  saddles,  and  murder, 
fire,  and  famine  in  their  train. 

But  Duke  Heniy  found  himself  mistaken 
in  the  calculation  he  had  made,  of  taking  his 
enemy  by  surprise.  The  Margrave  Albert,  of 
Brandenbm-g,  the  most  valiant  prince  of  ihat 
day,  was  not  a  man  to  shut  himself  up  within 
the  walls  of  a  town ;  nor  was  it  sufficient  fgr 
his  bravery  to  fire  ti'anquiUy  at  the  enemy's 
lines  with  the  good  culverins  which  covered 
the  solid  rampaits  of  Brunswick.  War,  with 
all  its  dangers,  was  as  necessary  to  him  as 
air  and  water,  and  single  combat  was  one  of 
his  favourite  amusements.  His  heroic  figure, 
his  strong  and  coui^ageous  voice,  his  hberalily, 
which  amounted  to  profusion,  gained  him  the 
love  of  all  his  soldiers.  His  presence 
animated  the  courage  and  hopes  of  the 
habitants,  who  felt  alarmed  at  the  formidable 
preparations  du-ectcd  against  them.  Xlaus 
Earner,  on  his  part,  stimulated  nnceasipgly  Jjy 
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his  guest^  the  vindictive  Meisebuck,  incited 
to  his  utmost  the  animosity  of  the  public^  and 
neglected  no  means  to  rouse  the  hatred  of 
the  citizens  against  the  ferocious  oppressor  of 
their  liberties.  Since  the  sanguinary  batde 
of  Sieverhausen,  Bamer  had  become  more 
thoughtful  and  gloomy  than  ever:  when  he 
looked  on  the  once  rosy  cheeks  of  Eva,  which 
had  daily  lost  their  bloom  since  the  event 
which  took  place  at  the  fSte  of  St.  John ;  when 
he  met  the  eye  of  her  mother  supporting  this 
new  sorrow,  with  the  same  patience  and 
resignation  which  had  formerly  borne  his 
impetuous  himiour,  he  felt  his  heart  fill  with 
grief  and  hatred,  and  often  in  secret  he  gnashed 
his  teeth,  and  murmured :  "  Is  there  not  a 
€rod  in  heaven  ?  or  is  the  devil,  who  has 
thrown  this  Henry  of  "Wolfenbuttel  continually 
in  my  way,  to  be  the  only  disposer  of  my 
destiriy?*' 

Scarcely  was  the  Margrave  Albert  informed 
by  his  scouts,  that  the  troops  of  "Wolfenbuttel 
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were  on  the  point  of  mai-cliing,  ttan  he  1 
qtiittcd  the  town,  to  prevent  the  genertJ  of  6 
(Itdie  from  investing  the  place.  It  was  in  vain 
that  Earner,  who  foresaw  the  clanger,  recon- 
mended  prudence;  for  although  Albert  had  a 
conEidcrahle  and  valiant  cavahy  under  his 
command,  he  wns  deficient  of  infantry,  Eoffi- 
dently  disciplined,  to  support  them ;  bat  it 
was  not  in  human  power  to  extinguish  the 
flame  which  illumined  the  breast  of  the  mar- 
grave. He  had  learned  that  his  adversary 
lacked  money;  that  his  troops,  deprived  of 
theii-  pay,  murmured  and  refused  to  eerve; 
and  each  day  saw  some  malecontent  abandon 
the  camp  of  the  duke's  general,  sedaced  by  the 
liberality  and  the  promises  of  the  margrave. 
It  was  these  considerations,  added  to  tie 
thirst  of  conquest,  that  induced  him  to  leare 
the  secure  and  advantageous  position  he  held 
under  the  walls  of  Brunswick,  and  boldly  to 
advance,  for  the  purpose  of  enconnteriog  the 
enemy. 
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The  star  of  Henry,  however,  was  not  alto- 
getiiet  exfingiiiEhed.  On  the  10th  of"  Sep- 
tember, waggons  laden  ivith  money  anived 
from  Nuremhurg,  Baniberg,  and  Wurtzbiirg, 
and  their  arrears  of  pay  were  immediately 
distributed  amongst  the  troops.  This  re- 
animated the  soldiers ;  and  the  skilful  general, 
taking  advantage  of  their  first  intoxication  of 
joy,  marched  with  twenty  companiea  of  chosen 
Infantry  to  offer  battle  to  the  margrave. 

It  was  on  the  morning  of  the  12th  September, 
1553,  between  Geitclde  and  the  convent  of  Ste- 
dcrbuTg,  that  the  two  ai-mles  encountered.  A 
dhiU,  dense,  autumnal  fog  covered  the  country, 
and  dark  and  hea\-7  clouds,  charged  with  rain, 
obscured  the  face  of  the  sun.  The  margrave, 
profiting  by  these  circmnstances,  made  a 
rapid  and  vigorous  attack  with  his  excellent 
cavalry,  and  succeeded  in  dispersing  that  of 
the  advanced-guard  of  Henry,  and  even  threw 
into  disorder  the  first  companies  of  infantry 
followed   them;    but   the   masses   which 
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issued  firom  a  wood  and  different  other  points, 
which  the  duke  had  aaeigaed  them,  were  too 
compact  to  be  easily  broken,  and  the  courMfeott? 
margi'aye  was  obliged  to  fall  back.  This 
restored  to  the  aged  duke  all  the  fire  of  his 
youth.  At  his  thimdering  voice  the  equadriuia 
of  Wolfenbuttel  extended  to  the  right  and 
to  the  left,  and  presented  an  imposing  and 
formidable  line  of  battle,  which  threatened  to 
surround  the  small  troop  of  the  margraTP- 
The  bold  attempt  of  the  Dnke,  however,  vras 
foiled  by  the  uiishakeable  firmness  of  the  white 
pikemen,  which,  with  the  arquebuslers  of 
Bi'unswick,  made  great  slaughter  amongst  the 
black  cuirassiers  of  Hanover. 

Klaus  Bamer  commanded  the  left  wing  ef 
cavalry,  composed  of  the  noblest  of  the  allies 
and  the  best  marksmen  in  the  town.  The 
plan  of  Albert  was  to  pierce  the  enemv** 
centre,  and  the  wings  were  to  protect  that 
audacious  cliarge,  without  taking  any  part  in 
the  combat.     Klaus  was  not  slow  to  ne 


that  this  project  would  prove  unsuccessful ; 
he  obseryed  the  troops  ol'  the  margravc- 
repoleed  by  the  enemy;  and  to  ensure  theii- 
retreat,  and  at  the  same  tame  aid  Albert  to 
reunite  his  Et^uadrons,  he  felt  convinced  he 
must  modify  the  orders  he  had  received,  and 
succour  the  imprudent  general,  whose  impe- 
tuosity had  compromised  the  fortune  of  the 
day.  Earner,  without  knowing  why,  had 
accouti'ed  himself  for  this  battle,  which,  ac- 
■ding  to  appearances,  was  to  be  a  decisive 
with  more  thau  usual  pains,   and   wore 

paternal  annour — a  tiling  he  had  not  done 
since  he  renounced  his  titles  as  a  noble,  and 
ranked  himself  amongst  the  burghers  of  Bruns- 
vick.  The  silver  helmet  of  his  fatlier,  exqui- 
sitely worked,   and  the  crest   suimounted  by 

bear    rampant,   covered    his    martial   head; 

wore  neither   gorget  nor   cuirass,  but  his 

il  coat  of  mail,  at  a  distance,  resembled  one 
of  magnificent  silver,   while   a  scarf  of  thick 
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red  and  purple  sUk,  deicending  in  large  fo] 
from  his  manly  stotdders,  completed  his 
lior's  dreas.  Ho  rode  slowly  in  fiont  of  his 
troop,  watching  with  his  piercing  eye  the  least 
movement  of  the  enemy.  "  My  Lord  Conrad 
Von  Damm,"  said  lie,  addresBing  one  of  hia 
lieutenants,  "  will  you  take  the  command  (or 
short  time.  I  leaTC  to  your  care  the  cava! 
extend  the  line  in  such  a  manner 
the  movement  I  am  going  to  make  with  the 
infantry.  It  is  necessary  I  should  give  some 
support  to  the  cavalry  of  the  margrave- 
Ensign  Hantleman,  remain  here  with  the 
company  of  arquebusiers,  and  guard  well  the 
banner  of  the  town.  Place  your  men  betwixt 
the  horses,  and  if  the  enemy  approach,  fire 
low  and  with  decision.  The  right  wing  of 
the  enemy,  wliich  is  posted  on  that  rising 
ground,  does  not  appear  to  be  commanded  by  a 
warrior  very  eager  for  combat;  he  will 
molest  you  I  hope  before  my  return.     I 
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nise  yonder  the  standard  with  the  '  Grey 
Wdlf/  which  was  formerly  bom  by  Prince 
Magnus,  with  this  motto : 

*  The  grey  wolfs  name  I  bear ; 
By  my  father  sent  to  dare  I '  * 

On  the  day  of  Burgdorff,  I  saw  that  banner 
lying  stained  with  blood  on   the  battle-field. 
God  grant  that  to-day  the  same  fate  may  befal 
it !    The  young  chevaKer  in  the  grey  armour 
who  bears  that  standard,   and  who  curbs  so 
timidly  his  courser,  does  not  appear  disposed 
to  wash  out  the  stains  of  his  banner  with  our 
blood.**    Whilst  repeating   these    words,    and 
the  in&ntry  were  performing  the  manoeuvre  he 
had  ordered,  Earner's  face  became  suddenly 
agitated,  his  features  contracted,  and  he  con- 
tinaed  in  a  compressed  tone :  "  If  my  eyes  do 
not  deceiye  me,  that  armour  hides  a  traitor. 
Ensign,  if  he  venture  to  approach  on  that  side, 
bring  me    down   that   young   falcon,  who  is 
already  skilled  in  some  of  the  princely  virtues 
*  Motto  of  the  hoose  of  Guelph. 
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of  his  father,  from  whom  he  has  learned  that 
;  given  to  burghers  do  not  bind  nobles, 
and  that  it  is  meritorious  to  trample  tis  under 
foot  as  they  do  the  pavement  of  a  street 
Come,  lot  us  forward,  my  boys!  follow  mc, 
and  death  to  traitors  and  to  tyrants ! " 

Lowering  the  visor  of  bis  helmet,  he  placed 
himself  at  the  bead  of  the  inlantry,  and,  coveted 
by  his  cavalry,  marched  to  the  aid  of  the 
margrave,  whose  isolated  situation  began  to  be 
perilous. 

His  arrival  was  opportune.  The  margrave 
had,  at  first,  obtained  some  advantage  over 
the  enemy.  The  centie  of  the  duke's  army, 
attacked  warmly  by  Albert's  cavalry,  and 
galled  by  a  wcU-directed  iire  from  the  arlillery, 
was  giving  way,  and  the  proud  Albert,  accus- 
tomed to  conquer,  believed  himself  sure  of  the 
battle,  when  he  perceived  the  left  wing  of  the 
enemy  advance  in  good  order,  and  the 
squadrons  of  Duke  Henry  continually  extend- 
ing  their  line  of  battle,   like   the   coils  of  a 
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serpent^  as  if  it  were  their  intention  to  snr- 
roxind  him.     He  immediately  gave  the  com- 
mand   to    Count    Wohrath    of    Mansfeld^    a 
general    who    possessed    his    confidence^    and 
hastened  with  some   choice  troops  of  cavalry 
to  the  succour  of  his  right  wing.      Mansfeld 
was  a  brave  partisan,  but  prudence  and  fore- 
sight were    not    amongst   his   good   qualities. 
He  impetuously  attacked  the  enemy*s  infantry, 
without  observing  the  reserve  of  Henry,  which 
was  defiling  firom  a  ravine,  still  covered  by  the 
mist  of  the  morning,  and  he  was  scarcely  aware 
of  their  presence,  when  he  fovind  himself  sur- 
rounded on  all  sides,  and  attacked  by  the  long 
swords  of  Wolfenbuttel — he  himself  was  felled 
to  the  ground  by  a  blow  from  the  butt  end  of  a 
carbine,  and  .made  prisoner ;  thus  falling  into 
the  snare  laid  for  his  blind  courage. 

It  was  this  circumstance,  which  the  vigilant 
eye  of  Earner  had  perceived,  that  determined 
his  movement.  He  brought  up  the  infantry 
as  rapidly  as  possible,   and  on  reaching  the 


54 


L   TON   TROTH. 


Gpot,  instantly  formed  in  order  of  battle. 
Brandenburg;  cuirassiers  rallied  instantly  undevfl 
the  banner   of  the  TaUant  Bamer,   who   hadJ 
thns  arrived  to  their  aid,  and  a  discharge  of  ^ 
artillery  broke  the  ranks  of  the  enemy.     A  few 
field-pieces  were  retaken,  and  being  eerred  by 
the  Brunswick  burghers,  presently  swept  with 
their  thundering  salvoes  the  plain,  and  irith 
the  war-cry  of  the  Lutherans  :  "  The  Cup  and 
Liberty."* 

"  He  is  a  devil  incarnate,  that  chevalier 
with  the  red  scarf,"  said  Duke  Henry  to 
General  Von  Campe,  who  galloped  by  his 
side.  "  Who  can  it  be  ?  I  have  never  befbn 
seen  that  armour  in  Albert's  amiy.  Come, 
my  lad^,  sword  in  hand,  pikes  iu  advance,  lekj 
us  reply  worthily  to  this  attack  1 " 

The    martial    trumpets    and    kettle-dmmil 
sounded  the  charge,  and  animated  the  soldiers 
to  the  attack,  which  commenced  with  ardour  ottj 
both  sides.     The  pei-fidious  power  of  povdet 
*  An  illiuaOD  to  the  rcronned  cotamunion. 
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lat  ini  emal  invention,  which  places  the  coward 

I  a  level  with  the  brave,  was  here  of  hltle 

I. avail.     So  great  were  the  impetuosity  and  cu- 

I  thusiasm,  that  a  thousand  single  combats  took 

jjtlace   between  the   bravest,  where    the   force 

r  musde  and  the  vigour  of  the  arm  were  alone 

employed  to  decide  the  rictory. 

A  shot  from  one  of  the  Brunswick  fleld- 

pieces  had  struck  the  steed  of  Duke   Henry  at 

the  commencement  of  the  charge ;  the  animal 

staggered  under   the  weight   of   the   warrior, 

who    was    himself  slightly   wounded    in     the 

xight  side.     The  courageous  prince,  with  the 

astance  of  his  moorish  page,  who  never  left 

immediately  disengaged  himself  from 

e  stirrapa ;  but  it  was  not  easy  to  procure  a 

I  horse  at  this  moment,  and  the  old  hero, 

thout  hesitating,  placed  himself  at  the  head 

'  his  best  infantry,  and  threw   himself  into 

the  midst  of  the  melee.     The  captain  with  the 

Kzed   and  pui-pie  scarf  advanced   towards  the 
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duke,  cutting  down,  like  heads  of  com  under 
^e  hand  of  the  reaper,  atl  ivho  opposed  his 
passage.  On  coming  near  the  duke,  he  uttered 
a  £erce  ciy  of  exultation,  and  balancing  his 
Bword  over  his  head,  sprang  impetuously 
tcnvarda  him.  He  at  first  attacked  the  Airican,- 
■who  was  endeavouring  to  defend  his  master, 
and  with  one  stroke  struck  this  faithful  child, 
of  tlie  desert  to  the  earth ;  he  then  furiously 
attacked  the  duke  himself  with  redoubled 
blows,  which  he  principally  aimed  at  the 
hehnet  of  the  latter.  The  issue  of  the  comhaljj 
was  no  longer  doubtful;  the  fatigued  duke-| 
could  no  longer  exeit  himself,  except  to  defen^l 
his  head  with  bis  buckler,  while  the  si 
number  of  soldiers  who  surrounded  him 
every  minute  diminished  by  the  fomudt^l 
swords  of  the  Br uns wickers. 

At  this  critical  moment  a  tumult  was  heard] 
and  immediately  was  seen  a  numerous  troop 
cavaliers  advnncing  at  fuU  gtillop,  and  headc< 
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by  Eitel  Henry  Von  Kirchberg,  who  appeared 
in  iiie  midst  of  the  field  of  carnage  like  an 
SLTigei  fallen  from  heayen. 

Placed  by  his  father  under  the  care  of  the 
Marshal  Von  Heinberg,   he   commanded   the 
reserve  on  the  right  wing,  which,  according  to 
the  duke's  plan,  were  only  to  take  a  secondary 
part  in    the    action.      The   first  cannon  shot 
azdmated  Eitel  with  a  warlike  desire   to  join 
in  the  fray,  but,  respecting  the  orders  of  his 
&ther,  he  did  not  quit  his  post;   yet  his  eye 
continually   followed   with   filial    anxiety    the 
white  courser  on  which  his  father  was  mounted. 
His  heart  beat  violently  when  the  mist,  or  the 
dust   caused   by  the   evolutions    of  the   com- 
batants, hid  the  old  warrior   from  his  sight;: 
he  grasped  his  sword,  and  his  horse,  excited 
by  the  continual  motion  of  the  reins,  was  every 
moment  ready  to  start  off*.      But  when  Eitel 
saw  his  father  mingled  in  the  dreadful  combat 
before  described,  nothing  could  longer  restrain 
him;  neither    the    remonstrances    of  the   old 
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maTBhal,  nor  the  otdere  of  hii  father  wore  any, 
longer  heeded.  He  put  spurs  to  his  hors^ 
■which  flew  off  like  an  arrow,  and  the  marshal 
had  Bcarccly  time  to  order  the  troop  to  advance 
to  cover  the  movement  of  the  impetuous 
imprudent  young  man. 

Pale    and    agitated,    with   his   auburn 
floating  in  the   wind,  and  his  visor  up,  Ei 
anived    at  the   spot    without    regai'ding 
arquebusiera  of  Brunswick,  or  the  musqnetry 
of  the  right  wing,  when  he  found  his  father 
weakly  attempting  to   defend  his  life,  he  leapt 
from  his  horse,  and  opposing  his  sword  to  the 
furious  strokes  of-  the  warrior,   called  out 
his  father,   exhausted  and  bloody,   to 
his  steed. 

At  the  voice  of  Eitel,  Bamer  started, 
reined  in  his  courser.  "  Day  of  vengeance 
he  exclaimed  in  a  terrible  voice :  "  the  father 
and  son  together !  all  the  race  of  tyrants  at 
one  stroke !  Double  victims !  for  yom-  sakes, 
my  two  Evas,  receive  that!"    And  his 
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colar  ann  was  raised  to  give  the  blow  of  death. 
At  these  words  Eitel  was  like  one  thimder- 
struck;  his  eyes  wildly  wandered  over  the 
person  of  his  enemy ;  he  bent  his  knee,  and 
with  ttembling  hand  presented  his  sword, 
whilst  with  agitation  he  watched  his  fsither, 
who,  defended  by  some  halberdiers,  was  en- 
deavouring to  mount  the  unruly  courser.  At 
this  moment  the  captain  uttered  a  piercing 
C3cy;  a  stream  of  blood  flowed  rapidly  from 
his  neck,  and  the  courser,  suddenly  checked, 
reared  up,  and  fell  backwards  on  the  ground 
with  his  rider.  This  unexpected  event  ap- 
peared like  a  miracle  in  the  eyes  of  all  that 
beheld  it.  Eitel,  without  loss  of  time,  flew  to 
aadst  his  fsither,  who  was  more  agitated  by 
anxiety  and  fatigue  than  exhausted  by  the 
blood  he  had  lost.  Eitel,  on  being  furnished 
with  another  horse,  hastened  with  the  duke 
to  head  the  troops;  for  it  was  necessary  to 
take  advantage  of  this  circumstance  to  decide 
ti&e  battle. 
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Fortune,   by  wrenchmg  &om   the   hand  «f 
Sarner    a    Tictory  so    nearly  certain,  showed  j 
herself  as  cruel  as  capricious ;  lud  that  blim 
goddess,  who  often  plays  so  bitterly  with  oin 
proudest  hopes,  and  as  often  takes  a  pleas 
in    leaHsing    oui-    most    gloomy   aaticipatioiis;f 
ftJly  evinced  herself  in   the   strange   and  i 
comprehensible  death  of  Bamcr,  by  selecting, 
as    the   destroyer  of  the   valiant   captain,  one., 
of  the   most    obscm^e    of   his   enemies,      Ihca 
fatal  weapon  on  which  Earner   had  formerly  | 
pronounced     his     oath     of    vengeance  —  that 
weapon,   which,   in    a   generous    moment,  hot 
had  ahiindoned  to  the  hands  of  Eva, — ^was  t 
one  which  gave  death  to  its  ancient  possessoi 
"When  Eitel  had  dismounted  so  precipitately' 
from  his  horse,  that  poniai'd,  which   he   coii' 
stantly   wore,   had    fallen    close    to    the    pot 
A&ican,  who  was  on   the  ground  amidst 
feet   of   men    and   horses    mortally  woundedii 
Nearly  in  the  last  agonies  of  death,  he  turned 
his  eyes  on  his  beloved  master,  then  menaced 
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by  the  swotd  of  the  enemy,  and  supporting 
himself  on  his  left  arm^  he  seized  the  poniard^ 
and  with  that  dexterity  so  natural  to  his 
countrymen^  threw  it  with  aU  his  force,  aim- 
ing at  the  neck  of  Earner — it  entered  just 
above  his  coat  of  mail;  the  moor,  on  seeing 
the  blood  issue  from  the  wound,  uttered  a 
savage  yell,  and  the  moment  the  brave  war- 
rior fell  to  the  ground,  the  faithful  slave 
breathed  his  last  sigh. 

After  the  death  of  Earner,  the  victory 
did  hot  remain  long  doubtful.  In  vain  Mans- 
feld,  who  had  been  retaken  by  the  gallant 
attack  of  Earner,  endeavoured  to  bring  back 
his  men  to  the  charge — even  the  margrave 
himself  could  not  re-establish  order  or  main- 
tain his  positions.  The  enemy's  numbers  ap- 
peared to  increase  every  moment;  with  the 
captain-general,  all  confidence  and  hope  had 
disappeared  from  every  heart,  and  the  troops 
of  Srunswick  retreated  in  close  colunms  to- 
wards their  ramparts.     Duke  Albert,  furious 
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with  dUappointment^  and  carsing  his  eyil  sUr, 
was  compelled^  for  the  second  time^  to  abandon 
to  his  enemy  the  battle-field^  not  less  san- 
gcdnary  than  that  of  Burgdorff.  He  qidddy 
collected  his  cayahers^  and  galloped  off  towards 
Brunswick^  ifhere  he  remained  but  a  very 
short  time^  setting  out  by  an  opposite  point 
to  seek  refuge  in  Franconia^  where  he  had 
ahready  lighted  the  torch  of  war. 

This  prompt  retreat  was  wisely  adopted  on 
his  part;  for  Creneral  Gent  Yon  Campe,  not 
long  after^  besieged  the  town  on  all  sides> 
and  the  whistling  of  bullets  announced  to  tbe 
stubborn  burghers  the  implacable  anger  of  an 
offended  prince. 


EVA  VON  TROTH.  63 


CHAPTER  XXVI. 

Immediately  after  the  battle,  Duke  Henry 
of  Wolfenbuttel  was  .taken  to  the  convent  of 
Stedenbuxg,  where  the  abbess,  his  sister 
Elizabeth,  dressed  his  wounds,  which  were 
but  slight.  Eitel,  who  had  felt  the  greatest 
anxiety,  assumed  his  former  cheerfulness,  on 
being  assured  by  the  good  dame  that  no 
danger  was  to  be  apprehended;  and,  in  fact, 
the  old  warrior,  after  being  refreshed  by  a 
cup  of  good  old  Bhenish  wine,  listened,  as 
usual,  and  with  evident  satisfaction,  to  the 
reports  made  by  his  officers:  drawing  Eitel 
towards  him,  he  embraced  him  affectionately; 
Son  of  my  heart  I  saviour  of  my  life !"  said 
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he,  "  the  Bpirit  of  thy  beloved  mother  sent  the* 
to  my  succour  in  that  moment  when  dangei 
threatened  me,  and  the  boy  became  changed 
into  a  man ;  to-morrow  thou  shalt  be  knighted 
before   the   whole  of  l^e  army,  and  in  sight 
of  that  rebel  town ;   thou  haat  well  deserved 
it,  for  thou  hast  slain  one  of  the  most  valiaat 
and  most  terrible  of  our  enemies.     Let  search 
be  made  on  the  field  of  battle  for  the  buckler  m 
of  that  brave  man,"   continued  Duke  Heoryi^ 
addi-essing   himself  to    his  officers,  "  that  we  3 
may  know  his  name   and  race ;   I   will  place 
his  arms  under  thine,  my  son,  in  the  hall  of 
my  ancestors !" 

Eitel  turned  pale  at  these  words,  and  a  cold, 
shudder  ran  through  his  frame, 

"No!  no!"  he  replied,  with  a  mourniul 
accent;  "God  is  witness  I  am  innocent  of 
the  death  of  that  man.  I  saw  my  poniard 
ghtter  in  his  neck ;  but  it  was  not  my  arm 
that  dii-ccted  the  murderous  blow !" 

The   duke    looked  at  Eitel  with   astonish- 
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ment  ''  If  it  was  thy  poniard^  it  must  have 
been  also  thy  hand  that  delivered  and  avenged 
thy  fiidier^"  said  the  duke  gravely.  "  Why 
dost  thou  hesitate  to  acknowledge  an  action^ 
of  which  thou  shouldst  be  proud?  The  son 
of  a  hero  ought  neither  to  shudder  nor  weep 
when  the  blood  of  his  enemy  flows  under 
his  hand*" 

"No!**  exclaimed  Eitel;  ^^ it  is  as  true  as 
that  God  protects  me^  I  am  innocent  of  that 
crime;  had  I  committed  it,  I  should  have 
cursed  my  wicked  hand.  It  was  a  fiend  that 
threw  that  poniard—my  poniard  ,  .  .  his  .  .  . 
into  the  neck  of  the  man  whom,  after  you,  my 
&ther^  I  esteemed  above  all  mankind." 

''Young  man!"  said  Duke  Henry,  with 
solicitude,  "  what  ails  thee  ?  art  thou  attacked 
with  fever  and  delirium  ?" 

Eitel  hid  his  face  in  the  bosom  of  his  father, 
and  sighing  deeply,  replied,  "If  you  are  in 
fact  ignorant,  you  have  not  the  least  idea  who 
that  warrior  was  with  the  red  scarf?    Did  you 


not  hear  him  curse  us,  and  pronounce  with 
a  revengeful  accent  tlie  name  of  Eva?  Oh  I 
heaven  be  praised,  my  hands  are  unEtaiued 
with  the  blood  of  that  man — the  fether  of  the 
innocent  and  imfortunate  Eva !" 

"  My  son,"  exclaimed  Duke  Henry  wildly, 
"  and  was  It  Earner  ?  Earner,  my  mortal 
enemy !  Earner !  has  he  then  fallen !  dead 
on  the  bloody  plain?" 

And  when  the  young  man,  with  clasped 
hands,  and  eyes  full  of  tears,  replied  to  these 
questions  by  a  sorrowful  look,  the  old  dake 
could  no  longer  contain  his  joy,  "  Eitel!" 
he  exclaimed,  "  my  son,  my  pride  —  the 
saviour  of  my  country — my  angel  of  peace 
— the  avenger  of  tliy  brotherB — of  all  thy 
race ;  if  this  man  died  by  a  stroke  from  thy 
poniaid,  I  will  make  thee  great  and  powerfid 
in  the  eyes  of  all  Germany,  I  will  give  thee 
the  town  of  Brunswick,  Vtith  all  its  rereoues. 
If  Earner  has  fallen,  I  am  again  duke;  for 
so  long   as  he  hved,  the   ducal  crown  would 
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have  tottered  on  aiy  forehead.  Earner  dead, 
peace  will  be  again  restored  in  my  states,  for 
lie  was  the  soul  of  rebellion.  I  tjh^l  hence- 
forth breathe  freely;  the  Holy  Empiie  was 
too  narrow  to  contain  us  both  at  the  same 
time.  Bat  come,  my  son,  come  while  the 
still  permits,"  continued  the  duke,  with 
Lty ;  "  I  wish  to  be^  convinced  with 
my  own  eyes,  and  assure  myself,  that  at  last 
I  am  permitted  to  sleep  in  peace."  The 
duke  immediately  left  the  apai*tment,  although 
Eitcl  would  fain  have  detained  liim.  The 
youth  reluctantly  followed  with  heavy  heart, 
and,  joined  by  a  guai-d  of  lancers,  they  has- 
tened towards  the  field  of  battle. 
L;The  Btm  had  jmt  aimk  below  the  liorizon; 
HM  htt  fiery  rays  stUl  threw  a  feeble  light 
over  the  vast  plain,  whilst  the  moon,  appear- 
ing at  the  other  extremity  of  the  heavens, 
replaced  with  her  pale  hght  the  dazzUng  orb 
that  had  disappeared.  Duke  Ilemy,  with  iu- 
igable  step,  traversed  the  deserted  prairie. 
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covered  with  the  victims  of  his  frightful  quao:- 
rels,  and  wandered  amidst  the  abandoned 
cannons,  endeavouring  to  find  again  that  spot 
where  he  had  been  so  noifaculously  preserved. 
Eltel  preceded  the  duke  by  a  few  paces; 
and  a  moumitd  groan  which  escaped  him, 
advertised  his  father  that  there  lay  his  enemy. 
Hia  face,  on  which  the  moon  shone  brightly, 
was  uncovered,  and  looked  even  paler  than 
that  beautiful  planet;  his  helmet  lay  on  the 
ground  by  his  side,  and  tlie  night  breeze 
gently  agitated  his  locks,  paitly  grey,  whilst 
his  eyelids  were  fii'mly  closed,  as  if  some 
friendly  hand  had  performed  that  pious  office. 
'ITie  poniard  still  remained  in  his  neck,  one  of 
his  lifeless  hands  still  grasped  the  handle  of 
that  sword  which  had  so  oflen  menaced  the 
head  of  his  enemy,  the  other  the  rein  of  his 
charger,  that  lay  stretched  in  death  beside 
him,  having  broken  bis  neck  by  the  fall. 
,.  "It  is  he!"  exclaimed  the  duke;  "yes,  it 
certainly  is  he !     Although  bo  many  years  1 
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passed  by  since  I  last  saw  his  detested  fea- 
tures, they  are  eternally  engraven  on  my 
memory.  Victory !  old  Henry ! "  he  continued, 
with  unfeeling  joy;  ^^we  will  henceforth  live 
and  sleep  in  peace ! "  At  this  moment  he 
started,  and  stepped  back.  A  human  being, 
which  was  crouched  on  the  heath,  close  to 
the  body,  rose  slowly  up,  and  his  appearance 
assumed  that  of  a  living  skeleton;  he  was 
dad  in  a  long  brown  robe,  a  silver  crucifix 
was  in  hia  hand,  and  the  moon,  which  shone 
on  his  shaven  head,  gave  also  to  view  his 
hoUpw  glittering  eyes,  which  were  firmly  and 
terribly  fixed  upon  him  who  had  thus  come 
to  insult  on  the  field  of  death  the  corpse  of 
his  enemy.  "  Do  not  flatter  thyself,  son  of 
sin,**  suddenly  said  this  man,  with  a  hollow 
menacing  voice,  and  stretching  out  his  hand 
towards  the  duke,  who  stood  stupified  with 
cold  perspiration  on  his  forehead;  "  thy 
triumph  is  that  of  hell !  the  just  dies,  and  the 
impious  crowd  to  the  foot  of  his  corpse.    What 


70 


EVA   TON    TKOTH. 


crime  has  he  comiiiitted  ■who  lies  here 
tended  at  thy  feet  ?  And  I !  what  haT< 
done,  that  thou  hast  pursued  me  like  a  tiger 
thirsting  for  my  blood?  and  that,  withont 
shame  or  remorse;  thon  hast  stnick  me  as 
the  lahourer  Etrokea  the  oxen  in  his  plough? 
Do  not  proclaim  victory,  crowned  murderer! 
for  the  aven^ng  Kword  ia  sospended  over  thy 
head;  it  will  fall,  and  liion  shalt  be  cut  off 
in  the  midst  of  thy  pride.  Learn  also,  that 
he  who  lies  here,  possessed  not  a  revengeiul 
heart — ^he  was  a  child  in  vengeance,  a  woman 
in  wielding  a  sword ;  but  thanks  to  me,  he 
became  a  man  to  thy  son'ow;  it  was  I  who 
painiully  struggled  against  death;  I  who 
rekindled  the  blood,  nearly  frozen  in  my 
veins,  to  form  for  thee  an  implacable  enemy  t 
Tes,  Meisehnck  of  Hundsruck  was  the  ardent 
dog  that  eicited  against  thee  the  fiiry  of  the 
wild  boar.  Inflamed  by  my  hatred,  animated 
by  my  reproaches,  my  railleries,  he  killed  thy 
sons;  and  made  thee  tremble  more  than  once 
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in  thy  dacal  palace.  But  he  is  no  more — he, 
who  formed  the  only  joy  of  my  existence — 
the  valiant  hand  which  eiecnted  ray  plans, 
and  served  my  vengeance,  is  cut  down !  Hell 
has  conquered!  But  my  last  words,  on 
qmtting  this  odious  Hfe,  shall  be  thy  male- 
diction!— ^ilaledicdon !  eternal  malediction  on 
thee,  Henry  of  Wolfcnbuttel,  the  tyrant,  the 
destroyer  of  out  happiness!" 

The  voice  of  the  monk  rose  progressively; 
and  his  outstretched  hands  seemed  to  call 
down  on  the  head  of  Henry  the  imprecations 
his  mouth  had  uttered;  with  his  last  words, 
his  eyes  lost  their  lustre ;  his  arms  fell  by 
his  side ;  the  functions  of  life  were  exhausted ; 
and  he  sunk  down,  like  a  phantom,  by  the  ade 
of  Earner.  Life  was  extinct — the  powerful  and 
terrible  Mcisebuck  had  ceased  to  exist. 

Duke  Henry  remained  gazing  on  the  scene 

before  him,  in  the  same  musing  attitude  as  he 

had  listened  to  those   sinister  adieux   of  his 

a:ocioua  enemy,  which  had  made  so  profound 
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an  impression  on  his  hitherto  implacable  heart ; 
whilst  Eitel  still  knelt  by  the  icy  corpse  of  him, 
to  whom,  in  his  brighter  days  of  joy  and  of 
hope,  he  had  given  the  name  of  father.  Hia 
thoughts  had  wandered  back  to  the  sorrowful 
Eva,  the  sweet  object  of  his  love;  and  the 
poignant  grief  which  overpowered  him,  while 
bathing  with  tears  the  cold  hand  of  Banicr, 
told  how  d|ar  she  was  to  him,  and  he  felt  a 
secret  pleasure  in  participating  in  the  deepair 
which  such  a  loss  must  have  occasioned  her. 

Some  minutes  thus  passed,  without  either 
breaking  the  solemn  silence  which  had  suc- 
ceeded the  terrible  imprecations  •of  old  Meise- 
buck.  Henry  was  the  first  to  collect  his  ideas; 
and  making  a  visible  effort, "  God  grant  thee 
peace,  Meisebuck !"  said  he,  in  a  low  voice, 
"  and  pardon  us  all  our  faults !  Thy  body 
shall  repose  in  the  cloister  which  thou  shouldat 
never  have  quitted."  Theu  addressing  him- 
self to  those  who  suiToundcd  him,  "  Take 
up  that  noble  captain,  and  bear  him,  tespef 
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fully,  to  the  convent  of  Stederburg;  he  was 
a  bold  and  valiant  man,  and  deserves  an 
honourable  sepulture!  Let  a  monument  be 
erected  to  his  memory ;  and  place  beneath  his 
arms  the  following  inscription,  '  Here  lies  the 
mortal  enemy  of  Brunswick.'  I  think  such 
an  epitaph  will  transmit  his  name,  with  honour, 
to  posterity;" 

He  afterwards  turned  towards  Eitel,  who 
aided  in  raising  the  body,  and  said  in  a  low 
voice,  "Death  reconciles  all!  If  Henry  has 
been  culpable, — ^to  pardon,  to  bless,  to  repair, 
shall  be  his  penitence.  Come,  my  son,  let  us 
depart;  my  future  life  shall  atone  for  the  past." 
Eitel  pressed  silently  the  hand  of  his  father ; 
but  his  heart  was  too  dejected  to  cherish  the 
hope  which  the  words  addressed  to  him  had 
given  birth  to;  yet  they  caused  a  sweet 
emotion,  which,  in  a  slight  degree,  moderated 
tie  deep  sorrow  that  overwhelmed  him. 

The  soldiers  bore  away  the  two  bodies  of 
tie  monk  and  the  warrior.    The  former  was 
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taken  by  the  duke's  orders  to  the  town  of 
Gandersheim,  there  to  be  interred  with  aD 
the  honours  due  to  a  monk  of  the  order  of 
St.  Augustin.  The  latter  was  carried  on  the 
halberds  of  the  soldiers  to  the  monastery  of 
Stederburg,  where  Duke  Henry  and  his  son, 
pensively  and  silendy,  by  the  clear  light  of 
the  moon,  followed  the  funeral  procession. 


EVA  VON  TBOTH.  75 


CHAPTER  XXVII. 

Time  passed  away,  but  the  days  of  peace,  of 
reconciliatioii,  and  of  love,  which  the  youthful 
imagination  of  Eitel  had  so  warmly  pictured, 
were  still  fer  distant.  Since  the  battle  of 
Stederburg,  a  great  change  had  taken  place 
in  the  duke's  character;  and  there  appeared 
in  the  eyes  of  the  enthusiastic  youth,  then  at 
that  happy  age  when  hatred  appears  an  error, 
virtue  an  easy  duty,  and  eaxth  a  paradise,  no 
obstacle  to  prevent  his  father  granting  his 
anxious  and  secret  wishes.  To  the  great 
siurprise  of  the  attendants  at  the  castle,  the 
usual  abruptness  of  their  master's  manner  had 
disappeared;    that    imperious    accent,    those 
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violent  fits  of  passion,  so  often  fatal  to  the 
unfortunate  person  who  was  their  object,  gave 
place  to  a  calmness,  of  which  the  old  prince 
did  not  himself  appear  to  be  aware ;  and  what 
waa  still  more  singular,  the  haughty  Henry 
even  suffered  himself  to  be  contradicted  by 
his  inferiors  in  birth,  when  that  contradict 
was  founded  upon  justice  and  truth.  Yet 
msurmountable  gloom  hiuig  over  the 
warrior ;  the  glances  of  hia  eye,  veiled  by 
tint  of  melancholy,  announced  the  BCiset 
reproaches  of  a  conscience  which  the  dying 
words  of  ileisehuct  had  so  inteiisely  awakened; 
he  remained  for  days  together,  pensive  and 
silent,  resembling  rather  a  Carthusian  friar 
than  his  former  self;  and  his  household  had 
never  before  enjoyed  such  happiness  and 
tranquillity.  The  chaplain  of  the  castle  was 
the  only  person  m  request,  and  he  frequently 
remained  for  hours  closeted  with  t! 

Eitel  spent  his  evenings  with  his  father, .: 
the    apartment  which   Eva  had    formerly  i 
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habited;  but  which  the  duke^  since  the  death 
of  the  duchess^  his  spouse^  had  joined  to  his 
own. 

There  the  duke  made  him  recount  every 
trifling  incident  he  coidd  call  to  mind  since 
his  in£mcy ;  his  recollections  of  Staufcnbourg^ 
and  the  happy  days  passed  in  that  retreat 
with  his  recluse  mother^  as  well  as  his  different 
travels^  imder  the  protection  of  Count  Stoll- 
berg^  through  Germany. 

In  these  conversations^  which  excited  con- 
fidence^ Eitel,  emboldened  by  the  unusual 
mildness  of  his  father^  revealed  with  candour 
his  thoughts  of  glory  and  of  love,  which  had 
often  agitated  his  unemployed  and  monotonous 
life.  Sometimes  fearful  of  rousing  too  painful 
remembrances,  he  abstained  from  making  the 
least  reference  to  his  adventure  at  Brunswick, 
reserving  it  for  a  more  fitting  time,  as  the 
attentive  interest  with  which  the  duke  listened 
to  his  recital,  made  him  hope  that  eventually 
he  would  accomplish  his  wishes. 


78 


EVA   VON    XBOTII. 


In  spite  of  their  losses,  the  rebel  town 
Brunswick  made  no  Bubmission,  although  ci 
off  from  every  nssistance  of  their  alliev. 
although  the  town  was  invested  on  all  sidci^ 
they  still  defended  it  with  their  accustomed 
obstinacy,  and  even  dared  several  times  to 
attack  the  intrencluaentB  of  the  enemy.  His 
audacity,  worthy  a  better  fete,  kindled  anew 
the  anger  of  the  duke,  which  had  lain  for  some 
time  dormant.  More  than  one  council  was 
held ;  and  when  the  health  of  the  duke 
fully  established,  the  active  Henry,  uotwil 
standing  the  rigour  of  the  season,  already 
advanced,  repaired  in  person  to  the  camp,  to 
hasten  with  ^■igour  the  works  of  the  siege. 
By  their  roofless  houses — the  more  frequent 
thunder  of  artillery — the  interception  of  all 
communication  with  the  river,  as  also  the  want 
of  jJiovisions — the  burghers  soon  perceived 
that  then-  offended  sovereign  had  arrived,  and 
that  it  was  he  who  encouraged  the  arqaebusiers 
and  workmen  in  the  trenches. 
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On  such  occasions^  Eitel  never  accompanied 
his  fiither.  How  could  he  bear  the  cruel 
sight  of  bullets  directed  against  the  town, 
where  he  had  passed  some  of  the  happiest 
hours  of  his  life,  and  which  perhaps  might 
reach  the  peaceful  and  hospitable  dwelling  of 
Eva— ^f  that  Eva  who  was  the  object  of  all 
his  tenderness,  and  on  whom  he  never  thought 
but  with  a  mixture  of  affection  and  sorrow. 
Skilled  in  the  art  of  writing, — a  talent  rarely 
cultivated  at  that  period  by  gentlemen,  but 
which  had  been  taught  him  by  the  almoner  of 
Count  Von  StoUberg — ^he  frequently  wrote  long 
epistles  to  his  betrothed,  which,  notwith- 
standing  the  impediments  of  war,  he  contrived 
to  have  secretly  and  safely  delivered  into  the 
hands  of  Eva.  We  cannot  say  how  Eitel  had 
found  means  to  establish  this  communication, 
the  town  being  so  closely  besieged,  or  in  what 
manner  the  timid  and  modest  girl  tranquillized 
the   ajDQOus   heart  of  her  lover;  all  we  can 
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assert  is,  tbat  in  spite  of  the  obstades  which 
pride,  hatred,  and  Tfengeance  had  placed 
betwixt  them,  nothing  could  destroy  the  hopes 
which  their  tender  and  mutual  love  nourished. 

With    Klaus  Bai-ner,  the   malcontents   lost 
their  firmest  support,  and  the  more  moderate 
party  began  to  raise  their  heads  with  audacily. 
The  latter,    which   became    daily   more    con- 
siderable, had  dared  more  than  once  to  oppose   , 
the  rigorous  measures  adopted  by  Kauchenplatte  1 
Damm,  and   other   patriots  who    followed  the'l 
system  of  defence,  nntU  then,  tised  by  Bar&eti 
and  his  adherents ;  but  the  terror  which  Princt  I 
Henry    inspired — the    terrible     apprehensiolL*! 
of  falhug  again  under  his  detested  yoke- 
hard  cotiditions  which  he  imposed  upon  the! 
— and,  above  all,  religions  hatred — served  I 
unite   once  more  the  divided   minds  i 
terests ;  and  with  one  accord,  though  only  for 
a  short  time,  these  stubborn  burghers  resolve^ 
to    iindergo    famine,   privations,    and    all 
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horrors  of  a  siege^  rather  than  bend  then:  heads 
before  him  who  was  regarded  as  the  mortal 
enemy  of  their  andent  privileges. 

This  courageous  resolution  reanimated  the 
activity  of  the  soldiers^  who  were  a  little  dis- 
heartened by  the  last  battle,  and  they  quickly 
repaired  the  breaches  in  the  walls  with  the 
ruins  of  the  public  edifices  and  private  houses. 
The  citizens  ran  to  keep  watch  on  the  ram- 
parts^ and  several  bold  sorties  were  made, 
which  cost  Duke  Henry  a  good  niunber  of  his 
best  troops.  They  also  succeeded  in  pillaging 
some  magazines  of  the  enemy,  and  in  providing 
the  femished  town  with  some  com  and  cattle. 
These  successes  revived  the  courage  and  pride 
of  the  citizens,  whilst  it  increased  the  anger  of 
Henry  to  its  highest  pitch ;  and  it  is  impossible 
to  say  what  misfortunes  on  both  sides  this 
desperate  struggle  would  have  caused,  had  not 
a  superior  authority  interfered  in  this  fatal 
and  bloody  quarrel. 

The    Emperor  Charles  V.,  who  was    then 
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endeaTcmring,  by  every  possible  means, 
terminate  the  fatal  divisions  wliich  agital 
Germany,  sent  one  of  liis  conncil,  Wosla  Felis 
Von  Hassensteiii)  to  entreat  the  tluke  to  use 
clemency  towards  his  subjects ;  and  at  tie 
same  time  the  honourable  envoy  demanded 
the  consent  of  the  duke  to  enter  the  town,  and 
bear  the  message  of  peace  with  ■which  he  had 
been  charged  by  Im  august  master  the  emperor. 

The  toTTiis  of  Goslar,  Hildesheim,  Gottingen, 
and  EJmbeck,  sent  also  their  bui^omasters  and 
their  envoys  as  mediators  between  the  parties, 
for  the  purpose  of  saving  tliis  magnificent  and 
most  important  town  of  the  league  of  Lower 
Saxony  fiom  a  shameful  and  ignominious 
destruction. 

Didie  Henry  received  all  the  dcputalioj 
listened  with  caLmness  to  their  remonstrance*, 
authorized  them  to  hold  communication  with 
the  rebel  town,  which  his  troops  still  invested ; 
but  in  no  point  would  he  depart  from  his 
resolution  of  attacking  the  town,  and  forciblj 
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reducing  it  to  obedience.  The  siege  there- 
fore contimied,  but  with  still  greater  vivacity ; 
and  one  of  the  balls  of  large  calibre,  wliich  the 
duke  wa&  incessantly  throwing  into  the  town, 
happening  to  strike  the  gable-end  of  the  town- 
hall  at  the  moment  when  the  delegates  of  the 
burghers,  the  imperial  envoy,  and  other  nego- 
tiators, were  assembled  to  hold  a  conference, 
proved  an  argument  more  convincing  than  all 
the  reasoning  of  the  nol^le  plenipotentiaries, 
and  brought  the  treaty  to  a  conclusion  much 
sooner  than  their  eloquence  could  have  done. 

The  22nd  of  October,  1553,  a  day  so 
ardently  desired,  and  which  so  many  hearts 
hailed  with  joy,  at  length  arrived,  and  saw 
peace  concluded,  and  preliminaries  signed  by 
the  envoys  of  the  emperor,  the  burghers  of 
Brunswick,  and  of  the  other  towns,  in  the 
name  of  the  sovereign  Prince  Henry,  Duke 
of  Brunswick  and  WolfenbutteL 

This  occurred  on  a  Sunday,  and  the  merry 
bells  from  the  different  churches  of  the  town 
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proclaimed,  far  and  wide,  the  tappy  event. 
Thanksgivings  to  the  Almighty  were  every- 
where offered  up;  the  army  joined  in  the 
universal  joy ;  and  in  the  evening  the  counby 
round  was  in  a  hlaze  of  Ught  from  the  bonfires, 
made  by  the  soldiers  of  the  barrels,  gabions, 
and  stakes  of  the  two  camps. 

The  following  morning,  at  an  early  hoar^,j 
the  light-hearted  Junker  Eitel,  elegantljr 
atdred  in  a  gala  dress,  paced  tlie  galleries  of 
the  castle  of  Wolfenbuttel,  aw^ting  anxiously 
the  arrival  of  Duke  Henry  from  the  convent 
of  Stedcrbui-g,  his  head-quarters,  at  which 
place  the  envoys  had  presented  to  him  the 
submission  of  the  haughty  citizens.  Presently 
the  noise  of  horses  and  arms  anuounced  his 
arrival,  on  which  Eitel  hastened  below,  where 
he  found  the  ducal  guard  in  their  Jong  mantles 
ranged  aiound  the  court-yard,  and  Duke 
Henry  just  dismounting.  After  shakiDg  off 
the  snow  from  his  helmet,  he  cordially 
braced  hie  dearly  beloved  son,  who  had  floi 
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to  meet  him/and  who,  with  his  scarf,  carefully 
wiped  away  the  flakes  which  stood  on  the 
black  fiir  of  his  &ther's  mantle.  "  Well,  my 
Eitel!"  said  the  old  warrior  with  hilarity, 
while  mounting  with  him  the  flight  of  steps 
b^ore  the  door,  "I  am  glad  to  see  thee  so 
gay.  This  is  one  of  my  happiest  days,  for  I 
shall  now  repose  with  honour  and  glory,  and 
see  thee  succeed  me.  But,"  continued  he, 
stopping  at  the  bottom  of  the  grand  staircase, 
*f  thy  dress  reminds  me  that  I  must  also  pre- 
pare for  the  f&te.  Call  my  valets-de-chambre, 
and  then  accompany  me  to  my  chamber. 
To-day  there  shall  be  joy  and  festivity  in  the 
ducal  court.  I  expect  soon  the  envoys  and 
genaemen  of  die  town,  and  it  is  necessary  to 
give  them  a  worthy  reception.  ^To  pardon 
and  forget,'  shall  henceforth  be  my  motto.  I 
will  satisfy  those  famished  people,  so  as  to 
make  them  forget  the  miserable  morsels  of 
black  bread  which  their  burgomasters  have  of 
late  been  distributing  by  ounces  and  drachms/' 
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"Listen  to  me  a  moment,  my  father,"  suA. 
Eitel  with  an  irresistible  enule ;  "  and  think  not 
for  the  present  of  the  gentlemen  who  are 
■warming  their  fi-ozen  fingers  by  the  fire. 
Listen !  I  have  presiunetl  to  invite  some  gneats 
to  this  fete  of  peace,  and  have  taken  upon  me 
to  insure  them  a  welcome  reception  on  the 
part  of  the  lord  of  the  casUe.  My  father  will 
not,  I  hope,  compel  me  to  recall  my  word  an 
this  happy  day !" 

The  prince  looked  up  siirprlsed,  and  slight 
frowned.      "What   hast    thou    dared    to   ■ 

young    man?     I   hope but  firom    wheat 

come  those  guests?" 

"  From  Berlin,  from  the  court  of  the  Ele 
Joachim,"  boldly  replied  Eitel.  "The 
Henry  Julius  is  along  with  them,  and  wishi 
much  to  make  acquaintance  with  his  revere 
grandfather." 

The  cheeks  of  the  duke  became  shght^ 
coloured,  and  the  joyous  sni-prise  his  conn- 
tenance  expressed,  evinced  diat  all  feeling  of 
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ancient  resentment  had  subsided.  Eitel  thus 
interpreted  it,  and  flew  like  lightning  down 
the  staircase,  followed  as  quickly  as  his  age 
would  permit  by  the  old  prince. 
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CHAPTER  XXVIII. 

In  one  of  the  large,  remote  apartments  of 
the  Castle,  Prince  Julius,  the  eldest  son  of 
Duke  Henry,  stood  leaning  his  head  thought- 
fully against  the  high  mantel-piece  that  orna- 
mented the  chimney.  His  pale,  but  agreeable 
countenance,  showed  evidently  how  great  was 
the  agitation  he  felt  on  finding  himself,  after 
so  many  years,  once  more  in  the  place  where 
he  had  passed  his  infancy;  but  where  he  had 
never  experienced  many  happier  days.  In 
his  early  youth  he  had  become  lame  from 
an  accident,  and  that  misfortune  had  rendered 
him  an  object  of  aversion  to  his  father;  but 
when,  a  few  years  later,  he  dared  to   avow 
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his  penchant  for  the  doctrines  of  the  celebrated 
Beformer,  a  violent  discussion  arose  between 
father  and  son^  and  the  walls  of  the  castle 
resounded  with  the  paternal  malediction^  which 
chased  the  latter  from  the  roof  of  his  childhood. 
Not  far  from  the  chimney  was  the  cradle,  in 
which  calmly  slept  the  future  heir  of  Bnms- 
wick,  ignorant  of  the  cares  and  the  storms  of 
life  which  had  assailed  his  forefathers.  The 
Princess  Hedwige,  daughter  of  the  Elector  of 
Brandenburg,  and  spouse  of  Prince  Julius, 
reclined  in  large  chair,  fatigued  by  a  journey 
undertaken  in  such  a  rigorous  season  of  the 
year,  and  overpowed  by  apprehension  for  the 
issue  of  the  step  they  had  hazarded;  her 
beautiful  eyes  wandered  alternately  from  her 
Bleeping  infant  to  her  beloved  spouse,  and 
on  her  mild  and  patient  countenance  might 
be  traced  the  touching  solicitude  of  the  wife 
and  the  mother. 

"  Courage !  my  dear  companion,  my  faithful 
Hedwige,**  said  Prince  Julius,  suddenly,  "I 
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hear  the  Gound  of  footsteps !  He  comes !"  h« 
added  in  a  low  voice:  "God  of  mercy!  watch 
over  and  protect  xis  in  this  ikeaded  but  desire^ 
hour !" 

At  this  moment,  the  door  of  the  apartment 
waa  quickly  opened,  and  Eitel  entered.    "Here 
is  the  duke !"  he  loudly  exclaimed,  and  imme' 4 
diatcly  the  warrior  made  his  appearance. 

The  hereditary  prince,  with  head  bow 
down,  and  his  hand  placed  on  his 
advanced  a.  few  steps,  the  princess  ro 
ako,  but  trembled  eo  as  to  be  Gcarcely  able 
to  stand.  Duke  Henry,  without 
either,  walked  straight  to  the  cradle  of  t 
infant;  but  when  the  tender  mother 
bend  over  it  with  his  Etem  and  bearded  &cei 
she  uttered  a  shriek  of  agony,  and  springing 
towards  him,  fell  on  her  knees  by  his  side. 
"  Rest  tranquil,  my  daughter,"  said  the  duke, 
turning  good-naturedly  towards  hfr,  "I  do 
not  devoui'  children,  like  Moloch — ^you  have 
nothing  to  fear — I  only  wish  to  see  if  he  beaa 
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the  mien  of  a  Guelph^  and  is  worthy  the 
name  of  Henry,  which  they  tell  me  you  have 
given  him." 

He  took  the  little  boy  from  the  cradle,  and 
carried  him  to  the  window.  ^'  Don't  be  fright- 
ened—don't cry,  little  dormouse,"  said  he; 
'^crying  faceB  are  not  welcome  at  Wolfenbuttel, 
and  thy  grandpapa  will  not  suffer  it."  The 
child  opening  its  little  eyes,  heavy  with  sleep, 
fixed  them  on  the  duke,  then  afterwards  seized, 
with  both  hands,  his  long  bushy  beard,  and 
commenced  pulling  it  very  unceremoniously. 
''Pull  away,  my  boy,"  said  the  duke,  laughing 
heartily,  "I  will  permit  thee,  but  only  thee, 
to  do  so.  He  is  a  Guelph — a  real  Henry — ^he 
is  strong  and  fearless';"  then  giving  him  a  hearty 
kiss,  he  placed  him  in  the  arms  of  his  mother. 
*'He  is  truly  welcome,"  he  continued,  "you 
also,  my  daughter-in-law,  and  thou,  my  son 
Julius— peace  be  amongst  us,  and  for  ever*" 

Julius  and  the  princess,  deeply  moved,  threw 
themselves  weeping  into  the  arms  of  the  duke. 
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whilst  Eitcl,  who  had  teen  the  author  of  this 
affecting  reconciliation,  leaned  on  the  shoulder 
of  his  father,  and  kissed  wilh  transport  his 
venerable  cheeks. 

A  servant  entering  to  announce  the  arrival 
of  the  envoys  and  gentlemen  of  Brunswick, 
caused  this  interesting  group  to  sepai^ate  much 
sooner  than  the  feelings  of  each  prompted,  and 
the  duke  prepared  to  attend  where  duty  ren- 
dered his  presence  necessary.  Casting  a 
melancholy  look  around,  his  eyes  rested  on 
Eitel,  as  if  some  powerful  remembrance  of 
Eva  had  returned  to  his  memory,  "  It  is 
to  this  young  magician,"  he  observed,  "we 
are  indebted  for  our  present  happiness,  and 
he  well  deserves  our  thanks.  "When  old 
Henry  gazes  on  that  face,  and  hears  tJut 
voice,  he  knows  not  how  to  reftise  anything;" 
a  deep  sigh  accompanied  the  last  words.  After 
which  he  turned  to  the  prince :  "  At  present, 
Prince  Julius,  follow  me;  and  thou,  my  belbveil 
Eitel,    thy   presence    will    not    be 


be    misplace^^^ 


EVA  VON  TROTH.  93 

at  this  interview."    Duke  Henry  immediately 
left  the  apartment. 

"  I  trust  he  will  keep  his  word/*  murmured 
Eitel,  while  Prince  Julius  and  Hedwige  loaded 
him  with  caresses. 
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CHAPTER  XXIX. 

On  entering  the  grand  hall  of  arms,  where 
each  pannel  presented  some  full  length  por- 
trait of  the  ancestors  of  the  powerful  and 
glorious  house  of  Brunswick,  and  where,  on 
each  column,  was  suspended  a  complete  set  of 
armour,  Duke  Henry  foimd  the  noble  assem- 
bly forming  a  vast  semicircle,  and  waiting  his 
presence.  At  the  two  extremities  were  the 
negotiators  and  mediators ;  the  envoy  of  the 
emperor;  the  old  general  Von  Hassenstein, 
the  venerable  Ebenar,  burgomaster;  the  gen- 
tlemen Schwanflugel,  Barncman,  and  Elvede 
of  Gottingcn,  Brandis  and  Koch  of  Hildesheim; 
and  a  considerable  number  of  the  council  from 
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different  towns.  In  the  centre  were  the 
deputies  of  the  city  of  Brunswick^  headed 
by  the  celebrated  burgomaster  Frantz  Von 
Kahlen^  aad  with  him  the  members  of  the 
council^  Schrader^  Eilerdes^  and  Kruger. 
When  they  saw  their  irritable  sovereign,  still 
in  his  warrior's  costume^  advancing  with  his 
ordinary  impetuosity,  they  fell  on  their  knees ; 
and  it  was  not  without  a  feeling  of  terror  that 
they  remarked  the  frown  of  inflexible  severity 
which  sat  on  his  forehead,  and  of  which  they 
had  so  many  times  felt  the  rigour.  Their 
courage,  however,  revived  on  finding  him 
accompanied  by  Prince  Julius,  noted  for  his 
mildness  and  zeal  in  the  Lutheran  faith,  and 
whose  reconciliation  with  his  father  was  a 
guarantee  for  the  pacific  intentions  of  the 
latter.  Frantz  Von  Kahlen,  the  burgomaster, 
commenced  his  harangue  in  humble  and  sub- 
missive words,  and  prayed  the  duke  graciously 
to  accept  the  presents  offered  him  by  the  town 
of  Brunswick.     They  consisted  of  two  mag- 
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nificent  chargers,  a  couple  of  fat  oxen  with 
gilded  horns,  a  tun  of  the  most  precious 
Rhenish  wine,  and  ten  hogsheads  of  the  best 
mum  of  Brunswick.  Afterwards  the  Seigneur 
of  Hassenstein  presented  the  duke,  whom  this 
oration  had  greatly  softened,  with  the  trt 
of  peace  and  submission,  which  only  reqi 
his  ratification- 
Duke  Henry  rapidly  read  over  the 
articlea,  and  with  strong  emphasis  thus  replii 

"  Then  your  deranged  heads  are  at  last  set 
to  tights;   you   acknowledge   my  claims   and 
youi-  faults.     You  will  not  again  sound  yt 
trumpets  of  rcbelUon,  nor   direct  your  mi 
derous  balk  against  our  eacrcd  head  ?     "Y^ 
promise  to  comport  yourselves,  henceforth, 
becomes  loyal  and   faithful  subjects,  and 
like  the  OBtentatiojs   'Condamini'  and  'Con- 
socii,"  names  worthy  to  designate  the  ahettoia 
of   rebellion  ?     It    appears    you    are  tired 
fighting,  and  of  pillaging,  and  are  willing 
make    amends    for    former    mischiefs.       Y( 
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or 


consent  to  pay  the  civil  and  military  taxes  ? 
You  promise  not  t«  receive  our  enemies,  nor 
to  enter  into  any  further  league  vith  them  ? 
You  will,  for  the  fiiture,  pay  us  tithes.  You 
consent  to  furnish  your  contingent  of  troops 
according  to  our  orders ;  to  hold  your  lands  on 
lease ;  to  keep  our  farm-houses  in  good  repair ; 
and,  in  short,  consent  to  pay  us  forty  thousand 
crowns,  at  five  stated  periods,  for  the  liquida- 
tion of  our  debt  incurred  by  the  war  ? " 

kTo  all  these  questions,  made  sometimes  in  a 
lUng,  sometimes  in  an  imperious  tone,  the 
assembly  replied  by  the  monosyllable  "  Yes ;" 
which  passed,  however,  as  unanimous,  although 
not  expressed  by  all  with  the  same  feeling. 
Duke  Henry  then  changed  his  tone  for  one  of 
good  humour,  and  continued  : 

"  Well,  then,  on  these  conditions,  wc  also 
will,  for  the  fiiture,  be  to  you  a  gracious  master. 
and  a  father  to  the  people.  We  will  confirm 
your  privileges ;  we  leave  you  to  enjoy  freely 
your   religious    opinions ;   we   will    repair    all 
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lobses  caused  by  the  war;  we  will  adimt 
your  deputies  to  our  diet,  and  justice  shall  be 
rendered  you;  we  will  visit  your  town,  Jn 
company  with  our  son  and  succesBor,  Prince 
Julius,  to  seal  more  closely  oux  reconciliation. 

"  At  present,  rise,  gentlemen ;  all  is  for- 
gotten and  pardoned  between  us.  It  is  from 
the  bottom  of  my  heart  that  I  give  you  this 
assurance,  and  I  call  God  to  witness  the 
sincerity  of  my  words." 

"  Amen !"  replied  the  assembly  in  a  solemn 
manner,  and  rising  up  eagerly  approached  the 
prince  to  express  their  respectful  gratitude. 

"  Marshal,"  said  the  duke,  "  conduct  my 
guests  to  the  banquet-hall ;  and  you,  my  son, 
accompany  them.  Let  the  tables  groan  under 
the  weight  of  viands,  and  the  silver  cups  aad 
jugs  pass  merrily  round.  This  day  is  a  day  of 
rejoicing.  I  will  rejoin  you  in  a  short  tini^ 
gentlemen,"  he  added,  bowing  to  the  croird. 
"  I  go  to  put  on  a  vestment  more  suitable  to 
the  occasion  than  the  one  I  at  present  wear, 


tat  which,  in  my  eagerness  to  receiTc  you,  I 
did  not  change.  On  my  return  I  shall  present 
to  you  my  little  grandson ;  for  it  is  meet  you 
should  know  the  future  sovereign  of  your 
children." 

Prince  Juliua  and  the  Marshal  Von  Stein- 
berg hastened  to  execute  the  orders  of  the 
duke,  and  the  folding  doors  being  thi-own 
open,  the  company  passed  through  in  joyous 
tumult. 

Duke  Henry,  after  watching,  with  pensive 
look,  their  departure,  folded  up,  with  visible 
satisfection,  the  act  of  reconciliation,  and  pre- 
pared to  follow;  when  on  the  point  of  quitting 
the  hall  he  felt  some  one  gently  detain  him  by 
the  mantle,  and  on  turning  round  beheld  Eitel 
prostrate,  and  raising  towards  him  his  sup- 
plicatuig  eyes. 

"  Wouldst  thou  also  thank  me,  dear  har- 
binger of  peace,"  said  the  duke  with  a  smile. 
"  Yes,  yes  ;  old  Hemy  has  conducted  himself 
to-day  as  if  he  had  drunk  a  tun  of  the  Rhenish 
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wine  presented  by  tlie  rebellious  city.  But 
the  head  and  senseB  being  appeased,  the 
members  now  require  repose.  Didst  thou 
observe,  Eitel,  the  coimtenances  of  all  these 
honorables  ?  bow  tbey  contracted  ?  ^'Wbal 
efforts  they  made  to  hide  &om  our  eyes  their 
inveterate  and  cruel  hatred,  when  I  repeated 
to  them  the  principal  articles  of  the  treaty  ? 

"  On  paper  such  words  seem  empty  and 
insignificant;  but  when  the  tongue  gives  them 
hfe,  each  syllable  becomes  a  dagger,  and  the 
seal  beneath  a  padlock.  The  good  times  are 
past  away,"  continued  the  prince  sighing; 
"when  princes  and  burghers  conducted  them- 
selves towards  each  other  like  tender  fathers 
and  submissive  sons.  But  there  has  been  fault 
on  both  sides.  Julius,  who  is  conducting  the 
fite  below,  with  light  head  and  full  of  con- 
fidence, knows  not  those  headstrong  people, 
whom  necessity  alone  has  reduced  to  obedience. 
He  will  have  to  deal  with  them  some  day  or 
other,  and  then  he  will  discover  if  it  is  so  easy 
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I  he  thinks  to  unite  demency  with  justice. 
•But  I  will  guard  agEiinst,  and  prevent,  by 
means  of  an  attentive  provost,  those  '  snailing 
dogs,'  as  my  venerable  father  always  termed 
Bern,  &om  breaking  easily  that  barrier,  which 
B  with  80  much  difficulty  been  raiaed  between 
But  why  dost  thou  thus  remain  on  thy 
That  which  I  considered  as  thanks 
B  would  imagine  a  petition." 
"My  beloved  iather,"  said  Eitel,  with  a 
trembling  voice,  "  you  have  made  many  happy 
to-day,  you  surely  will  not  leave  your  Eitel 
—Srith  an  empty  heart  j  but  permit  him  also  to 
iicipate  in  the  joy  you  have  spread  around 


"  Undoubtedly ! "    replied    the    duke,    mia- 

mg  the  sense   of  Eitel's  words.     "Follow 

B,  my  son.     The  peace  we  now  celebrate  is 

a    great   measure   thy    work.     Thou   hast 

saved  the  life  of  thy  father ;  thou  hast  refused 

a  throne.     I   would  thou   shouldst  be  placed 
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on  my  right,  that  thou  mayst  enjoy  in  all  eye* 
the  honours  bo  justly  thy  due.^-Come." 

"  If  I  am  to  take  my  place  near  you,  let 
it  not  be  alone,"  s^d  Eitel,  remarking  a  light 
cloud  on  his  father's  forehead.  ""WTiat  said 
you  on  the  evening  after  the  battle,  when  the 
corpse  of  a  valiant  enemy,  vdth  no  other 
winding-sheet  than  the  pale  beams  of  the 
moon,  lay  extended  before  you  ?  — '  Fardon, 
forget,  and  repair,'  were  the  words  you  uttered, 
my  father ;  and  I  know  your  heart  always  holds 
sacred  its  pioraises." 

"  What  is  it  thou  requirest  of  me,  singular 
boy?"  replied  the  duke  impatiently. 

"All  the  guests  have  not  yet  made  their 
appearance,"  he  answered  hesitatingly,  "  there 
yet  remain  two ;  and  for  those  I  claim  all  the 
affection  and  love  you  bear  me.  Shall  I— 
may  I — dare  to  present  them  ?" 

The  old  prince  remained  silent;  his  £u;e 
became  still  paler;   and  be  fixed  his  eyes  on 
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the  groimd  with  an  indecisive  Eiir.  Eitel  arose, 
he  flew  towards  a  eide-door,  and  led  forth 
two  timid  females,  who,  with  downcast  looks, 
entered  the  hall. 

On  the  two  ladies,  who  were  clad  in  deep 
movmiing,  making  their  appearance,  the  old 
duke  started  with  emotion  and  surprise ;  he 
stretched  out  his  hands  as  if  to  forbid  their 
approach;  but  they,  notwithstanding,  slowly 
advanced,  knelt  at  hia  feet,  and  raised  to  him 
their  supplicatiDg  eyes  filled  with  tears.  In 
this  posture  they  resembled  two  weeping 
Magdalens;  the  warrior  felt  himself  con- 
quered; his  conscienc£,  stung  by  remorse, 
would  have  caused  him  to  fly  from  the  spot; 
intt  the  caresses  of  his  son  prevented  him. 

Are  these   thy   friends?"   he  enquired  of 
Eitel  with  an  inaudible  voice.     Eitel  could  only 
reply  by  an  affectionate  embrace ;  for  he  felt 
ihat  the   sight  of  the    family   of  his   father's 
imy  must  recall  many  bitter  remembrancea 
his  heart. 
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"Behold  before  you  two  unfortunate  fe- 
males," said  Justa,  in  a  weak  and  moumfij 
voice;  "protect  the  widow  and  the  daughter 
of  a  man  of  honour,  and  deign  to  forget  thai 
he  was  your  enemy.  Alas !  since  Earner 
fell,  whilst  fighting  for  Brunswick,  his  widow 
and  child  have  enjoyed  no  longer  any  con*- 
sideration  in  that  ingrate  town,  for  all 
evils  caused  by  the  rebellion  are  attribul 
to  UB,  and  yet  this  Earner,  I  can ' 

"  Silence !  silence,  noble  lady  of  Steinbruck, 
interrupted  the  duke,  "  silence  1  we  have  all  ouf 
faults,  more  or  less — there  is  not  a  qnestion  (i£ 
that,   and  Heaven  pardon  all  sinners  1 
young  girl  is  called  Eva,  they  tell  me  ? 
one  that  sounds   agreeably  in  mine   ear,  and 
her  sweet  mild   face  is  altogether  worthy  of 
it."     He  then  raised  the  two  ladies  from  thi 
humble  posture,  and  turned  towards  Eitel. 

"  Let  us  depart,"  he  continued,  "  and, 
thou  dost  not  possess  one  spark  of  that  ambitii 
which  makes  kings  and  princes — ^but  play< 
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crown  and  sceptre  as  a  cHld  would 
nth  a  coral — ^form  thy  happineaa  aa  thou  wilt 
— may  affection  crown  thy  desirea,  and  Heaven 
grant  thee  and  thy  Eva  a  felicity  more  stable 
HAan  that  which  another  Eva  promised  herself 
^M>  enjoy  with  thy  father  I" 
^H  Here  Eitel  threw  himself  on  the  neck  of 
^^^  father,  and  ardently  embraced  him. 

"Woiddst  thou,  then,  become  a  parricide," 
said  the  latter,  laughingly,  "  and  strangle  old 
Henry,  just  at  the  moment  when  he  is  anti- 
cipating to  spend  with  thee,  in  this  world,  some 
happy  days?  Accompany  those  ladies  to  the 
Princess  Hedwige,"  he  continued,  disengaging 
himself  from  the  arras  of  Eitel,  and  presentinfr 
,  to  Eva,  whose  cheeks  had  been  covered 
1  blushes  ftom  the  moment  she  heard  tht 
ice  of  the  prince  she  had  so  much  dreaded. 
'  said  the  duke,  "seek  the  princess,  I 
11  jom  you  presently." 

'   said   Eitel,  "  I  have   succeeded    in 
Coring  peace  to  aU  around  mcj  while  here — " 
f5 
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he  added,  sti'iking  hia  Inreast— the  sentence 
remained  unfinished ;  he  hartaned  to  leave 
the  halli  but  before  quitting  it,  he  tamed 
to  look  again  on  the  interesting  group,  which 
remained  motionlesG  and  Qstonished  at  the 
sudden  change  in  their  deBtiniea. 

Henry  raised  his  eyes  towards  the  high 
arched  window,  through  which  the  sun,  jurt 
emerging  from  the  clouds  that  had  hitherto 
obscured  it,  threw  his  enlivening  rays,  and 
clasping  his  hands  with  pious  fervour,  repeated 
the  following  words : 

"  I  put  my  trust  in  thee,  0,  Lord  t  and  thon 
hast  restored  me  to  happiness  and  peace :  may 
thy  name  be  blessed  for  evermore  f" 


The  summer  was  far  advanced ;  the  prairie 
skirting  the  town  of  Wolfenbuttel  had  assumed 
the  brown  hue  of  autiunn ;  the  com-fieldi 
waved  heavily  as  if  oppressed  with  their  own 
wealth;    the  foliage    of  the  forest  trees  ha^ 
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become  tinged  with  the  rich  Termilioii  and 
orange  which  intermii^le  with,  and  finally 
supplant  the  bright  green  of  epring ;  and  the 
morning  sua  rode  with  undimmcd  splendour 
through  a  sky  iatensely  blue.  From  all  the 
steeples  in  the  ducal  town  the  bells  flung  far 
and  wide  their  merry  music;  and  the  roads 
leading  to  the  place  were  enlivened  with  an 
imusual  number  of  happy  faces,  cavaliers  and 
pedestrians,  youths  and  maidens,  hastening  as 
to  a  fete. 

A  passenger,  whose  stooping  gait  and  staid 
movements  betokened  age,  and  whose  small 
iron-bound  box  depending  by  a  strong  leathern 
belt  from  his  shoulder,  showed  that  he  was  an 
itinerant  dealer,  wended  his  way  with  apparent 
indifference  over  the  sward,  along  which  many 
others  were  tripping  with  the  light-footed  haste 
of  the  mountain  roe.  The  traveller  paused 
under  a  clump  of  elms,  and  sat  down  to  vest. 
He  was  presently  accosted  by  a  voice,  which 
m  his  ear  like  one  familiar  in  past  days, 
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"You  win  be  late,"  said  the  stranger,  who, 
from  his  woodland  costume,  the  bugle,  with 
ducal  coronet  and  crest  engraven  in  silver, 
slang  in  a  light  baldrick  at  his  side,  and  the 
well-trained  hounds  which  accompanied  him, 
was  evidently  a  forester  of  some  consideration : 
"  You  will  be  late  if  you  loiter  thus.  The 
f§te  will  commence  immediately  the  nuptials 
are  ended ;  and  there  will  be  email  space  left, 
I  ween,  for  late  comers  when  the  mart  is  once 
opened." 

"Alas!"  replied  the  pedler,  slowly  raising 
himself  from  the  ground,  "the  day  is  sultry, 
and  my  wares  ride  heavier  than  they  were 
wont.  But  I  knew  nothing  of  the  fSte  yon 
speak  of,  and  was  merely  journeying  to  Wolf- 
enbuttel  in  my  ordinary  round." 

"Have  you  not  heard,  then,"  asked  the 
forester  in  surprise,  "that  Junker  Eitel  Von 
Kirchberg,  or,  as  we  are  henceforth  to  call  him. 
Prince  Eitel  Henry,  is  this  day  to  lead  to  the 
altar  the  young  and  beautiful  Eva  Earner,  to 
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ivhom  the  duke,  though  more  it  may  be  for 

love  of  his  now  acknowledged  son  than  remorse 

for  former  wrongs  inflicted  on  the  bold  captain- 

general  of  Brunswick,  has  restored  tlie  castle 

bd  seigneury  of  Steinbruck,  and  added  thereto, 

f  way  of  compensation  for  arrears,  the  lord- 

bip  of  old  Meisebuck  the  monk." 

*  "Bamer,  sayest  thou?"  returned  the  dealer, 

fel  should  remember  him.     He  did  me  good 

rice  once,  when  surrounded  and  threatened 

*with  death  by  the  rebels  of  Brimswick,  in  the 

Golden  Dolphin  of  honest  Master  Nettebeck." 

"As  I  live,"  said  the  forester,  who  had 
scrutinously  regarded  bis  companion  while 
speaking,  "  as  I  live,  thou  art  brave  Lotentz 
(^ieland,  the  smith !  Why,  what  a  change 
i  time  and  travel  wrought  in  the  boldest 
loman  of  Goslar  !  But  surely  thou  canst  still 
member  Hans  Steiding,  the  forester  V 
An  exclamation  of  joyful  recognition  fol- 
lowed ;  after  which,  as  the  ancient  friends 
Iked    together    towards    the    town,    where 
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eacli  determined,  among  the  festivities  of  the 
occasion,  to  renew  the  reminiscences  and 
enjoyments  of  past  times,  Hans  informed  his 
companion  that  Duke  Henry,  liie  most  men 
in  whom  the  passions  of  youth  have  bi 
exhausted  or  subdued  by  years,  had  become 
sadder  and  wiser  man  than  of  yore  j  and 
sought  in  religious  meditation,  in  securing 
love  and  happiness  of  his  children,  and  in  ren- 
dering at  least  a  modicum  of  justice  to  those 
whom  he  had  injured,  to  acquire  that  peace 
of  mind  which  the  turbulent  ambition  of  his 
earlier  career  had  rendered  him  a  stranger  to. 

"  One  of  the  first  acts  of  the  old  man's 
penitence,"  said  Steiding,  "has  been  to  rebuild 
the  ancestral  castle  of  the  Bamers,  and  to 
bestow  it,  with  other  honours  and  possessions, 
upon  the  affianced  bride  of  his  favourite  eon, 
whose  legitimacy  has  been  established  by  a 
papal  brief,  and  for  whose  happy  bridal  1 
fete  has  been  proclaimed,  and  the  bells  are  □ 
ringmg." 


I  his 
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The  theatre  was  full  throughout.  A  recently 
arrived  singer  was  to  sustain  the  character  of 
Don  Juan.  The  pit^  as  seen  firom  above^ 
appeared  like  a  troubled  sea.  The  dress 
circles  were  more  brilliant  than  usual^  for  the 
season  had  conunenced  under  gloomy  auspices^ 
and  this  was  the  first  occasion  on  which  richly^ 
coloured  turbans^  waying  feathers^  and  varie- 
gated shawls  had  presented  themselves  in  such 
numbers  to  view.  But  how  brilliant  soever 
was  the  circle  which  adorned  the  amphitheatre^ 
its  diadem  was  a  lovely  creature  in  the  princess 
box^  who  threw  gentle  and  kind  regards  on 
all  around.     Gazing  upon  this  beautiful  girl^ 
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one  could  fain  have  wished  her  of  less  exalted 
rank ;  for  her  fresh  coloiu-j  her  white  forehead, 
the  infiiutilely  pure  and  mild  expresaioa  of 
her  eyes,  and  her  sweet  mouth,  seemed  formed 
for  love  rather  than  distant  respect.  As  if 
conscious  herself  that  such  was  the  case,  the 
diess  of  the  princess  was  in  strict  accordance 
with  this  picture  of  natural  beauty.  She 
appeared  to  resign  every  arti£cial  ornament  to 
the  proud  throng  of  surrounding  ladies. 

"  How  lovely,  how  animated  she  is ! "  said 
a  stranger  to  the  Hussion  ambassador,  who 
stood  near  him,  at  the  same  time  regarding 
the  princess  through  his  opera-glass.  "  When 
she  smiles — when  she  slightly  closes  her 
speaking  eyes,  and  then  reopens  them  with 
unspeakable  attraction — and  when  in  con- 
versation she  moves  her  delicate  little  hand, 
I  fancy  I  can  at  this  distance  understand  the 
wit  and  tlie  naivet^  of  her  remarks." 

"It  is  astonishing!"  answered  the  ambas- 
sador. 
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"  And    yet,"    interposed    the    ambassador's 
■hdy,  "this  happiness  is  only  an  appearance  ; 

she  feels,  bitterly  feels,  the  pangs  of  hopeless 
love,  and  is  yet  bo  blooming,  so  lively ! " 
L  "  Madam,"  said  the  Baron  Von  Laitrun, 
Hbr  such  was  the  stranger's  name,  "  acknow- 
ledge you  are  only  mystifying  me,  because  I 
cannot  re£;ain  &om  evincing  some  interest  in 
this  lovely  being." 

"Mon  Dieu!  Baron!"  siud  the  lady,  "you 
don't  believe  what  I  tell  you !  On  my  honour 
it  is  the  fact ;  she  loves — loves  one  far  beneath 
her  in  rank.  I  have  it  from  a  lady  who 
never  allows  such  matters  to  escape  her  vi^Iant 
observation;  and  do  you  think  a  princess, 
educated  from  her  infancy  upward  to  act  a 
part,  would  not  possess  sufficient  self-command 
to  hide  such  a  circumstance  from  the  eye  of 
the  world?" 

"  I   cannot  understand  it,"   said  the  Baron 

Von  Laurun,  gazing  thoughtfully  on  the  object 

'  his   admiration :   "  I   cannot   understand  it. 
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TliiB  serenity,  this  almost  froward  playfulnesB 
of  manner,  and  silent  hopeless  love ! — Madam, 
I  cannot  comprehend  it," 

"But,  Baron,  why  should  she  be  otherwise 
than  happy  1  She  b  altogether  unconscious 
that  any  one  is  aware  of  the  circumstance; 
and  her  amoroso  is  not  far  distant  &om  her." 

"  Oh,  Madam !  pray  point  out  the  happy 
individual.     Who  is  he?" 

"  What  do  you  ask  ?  I  should  indeed  be 
■wanting  in  the  discretion  I  O'we  the  lord 
marshal's  lady  were  I  to  inform  you.  Eelate 
what  you  have  seen  in  Warsaw,  if  you  please, 
—but  names  ? — no ;  to  mention  names  were 
unmannerly;  my  husband  cannot  bear  that," 

By  this  time  the  overture  had  nearly  con- 
cluded— the  music  rose  in  swelling  power 
from  the  orchestra — the  eyes  of  the  spectators 
were  turned  with  interest  towards  the  curtain, 
to  catch  the  first  glimpse  of  the  new  Don 
Juan;  but  the  baron  in  the  ambassador's  box 
had   no  ears  for  the  music,  no   eyes   for  ^£ 
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stage ;  lie  saw  only  the  lovely  girl,  rendered 
fitill  more  interesting,  inasmuch  as  those 
beautiful  eyes,  those  sweet  lips,  were  ac- 
quainted with  silent  and  secret  love.  The 
ladies  around  her  had  ceased  to  converse, 
attentive  to  the  tones  of  Mozart  j  but  Sophie's 
eye  wandered  through  the  crowded  amphi- 
theatre, as  if  in  search  of  some  desired  object. 

"Is  she  looking  for  ber  lover?"  thought 
the  baron ;  "  does  she  seek  him  among  the 
company,  to  greet  him  with  a  stolen  smile— a 
scarcely  perceptible  bend  of  the  head — or  with 
one  of  those  thousand  tokens  which  hidden 
love  ao  cunningly  invents  to  bless,  to  enchant 
its  object?"  At  this  instant  a  quick  light 
blush  flew  over  Sophie's  features ;  she  turned 
hex  chair  more  sidewise,  and  regarded  the 
door  of  the  box.  It  opened ;  a  tall,  finely 
formed  man  entered,  and  approached  the 
Duchess  F.,  the  princess's  mother.  Sophie 
played  carelessly  with  the  lorgnette  she  held 
in  her  hand.     But  the  baron  was  not  deceived ; 
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he  read  in  her  eye  that  this,  and  no  othei, 
was  the  favotirite  individual.  He  could  not 
immediately  obtain  a  view  of  his  countenance, 
but  in  the  form  and  movements  of  the  young 
mnn  thrare  was  something  not  unfamiliar  to 
him.  The  duchess  drew  her  daughter  into 
conversation,  who,  raising  her  eyes  with  a 
smile,  appeared  to  offer  some  piquant  remark, 
for  her  mother  smiled ;  the  young  man  turned. 
and  —  "  My  God  1  Count  Zronievsky ! "  cried 
the  baron,  in  so  loud  and  earnest  a  tone,  that 
the  ambassador  by  his  side  inyoluntarily 
started,  while  his  lady,  seizing  him  coovnl- 
sively  by  the  arm,  forcibly  seated  him  on  a 
chair  beside  her. 

"For  heaven's  sake!  what  are  you  about?" 
cried  the  lady.  "  The  people  right  and  left 
are  looking  at  us.  How  could  you  utter  so 
violent  an  exclamation  ?  It  is  fortunate  the 
violins  and  trumpets  were  performing  their 
part  with  some  vigour,  or  everybody  must 
have  heard  your  'Zronievsky.'     What  do  you 
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want  of  the  count  i    You  arc  aware  all  shun 
his  acquaintance." 

"  I  know  nothing  of  the  kind,"  answered 
the  baron.  "  How  can  I  be  aware  whose 
acquaintance  you  either  cultivate  or  avoid, 
having  been  here  only  three  houra.  But  why 
do  yon  avoid  him  ? " 

You  cannot  be  acquainted  with  hia  rela- 
to  our  government,"  said  the  ambassador. 
He  is  proscribed;  and  it  is  highly  disagree- 
able to  me  that  be  is  here  at  all  at  this  moment. 
He   obtained   his   presentation   at   court  in  a 
manner   exceedingly  malapert.      I    meet   him 
at  every   step,  and   circumstances   forbid   my 
lowledging  him.      He    is,  besides,   other- 
troublesome  to  me.     Inqniiies  are  on  foot, 
higher  quarters,  to  know  bow  be  lives,  and 
brilliantly    too,    his    property    being    con- 
.ted,  and  I  cannot  find  it  out.     You  know 
baron?" 

The  baron  bad  only  heard  half  tliis  address. 
eye   was    fixedly   directed   towards   their 
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highness'  box ;  he  saw  how  Zronieysky  con- 
Tersed  with  the  princess  and  the  other  ladies — 
how  his  bright  eye  glided  continually  upon 
Sophie — how  she  received  their  beams,  and 
reflected  them  back  again ;  but  the  curtain 
rose ;  the  count  stepped  aside,  and  disappeared 
from  the  box, — Leporello  began  his  com- 
plainings. 

"You  know  him,  baron?"  whispered  the 
ambassador.  "  Are  you  acquainted  with  his 
circumstances  ? " 

"  I  served  with  him  in  the  Polish  lancers." 

"  Indeed !  He  has  served  in  the  French 
army !  Did  you  often  see  him  ?  Do  you 
know  his  resources  ?" 

"  I  only  saw  him,"  answered  the  baron  in- 
differently, "wben  the  service  brought  us 
together.  I  know  nothing  of  him,  except  as  J 
brave  soldier  and  an  able  officer," 

The  ambassador  was  silent.     Either  he  1 
lieved,   or  was  unwilling,  by  further  querid 
to  show  any   distrust  of  what  his   guest  1 
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asserted.  Neither  did  the  baron  evince  any 
anxiety  to  continue  the  conversation ;  and  while 
the  opera  appeared  to  engross  his  attention, 
far  other  thoughts  had  taken  possession  of  his 
mind.  '^  Thine  unhappy  fate  hath  then  at 
last  driven  thee  hither,  poor  Zronievsky," 
said  he  to  himself.  "As  a  boy,  thine  ardent 
desire  was  to  aid  Kosciusko,  and  free  thy 
country;  but  freedom  and  Kosciusko  have 
disappeared,  and  are  forgotten.  As  a  youth, 
thou  wast  eager  for  military  renoAvn,  for  the 
honour  of  the  nobles  whom  thou  didst  follow ; 
they,  too,  are  no  more.  Thine  heart  preserved 
itself  alone  from  love,  but  it  finds  thee  at  last 
as  man;  and  behold!  the  adored  one  is  so 
fearfully  exalted,  that  thou  art  doomed  either 
to  forget  her  or  perish." 

The  fate  of  his  friend,  for  such  had  been 
Count  Zronievsky,  rendered  the  baron  thought- 
ful and  melancholy.  He  sat  so  brooding  over 
the  past  as  entirely  to  forget  the  world  around 
him ;  and  when  the  first  act  of  the  opera  "was 
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concluded,  the  ambassador  could  only,  by 
repeated  questions,  arouse  him  £rom  reflections 
which  even  the  applause  and  bravos  of  thfi 
pit  had  been  unable  to  dissipate. 

"The  duchess  desires  to  see  you,'*  said  the 
ambassador.  "Her  grace  fancies  she  knows 
your  family.  Come ;  drive  that  melancholy 
from  your  brow,  and  I  will  conduct  you  into 
her  presence." 

The  baron's  heart  beat,  he  knew  not  where- 
fore ;  nor  until  he  entered  the  corridor  did  he 
discover  it  was  with  joy  at  approaching  the 
lovely  being,  the  circumstances  of  whose  secret 
affection  had  awakened  so  deep  an  interest  in 
his  mind. 

The  duchess  received  the  bai'on  with  marked 
kindness,  and  presented  him  herself  to  the 
Princess  Sopliie.  The  name  of  Laurun  did 
not  appear  unfamiliar  to  the  eai*  of  the  beauti- 
ful gu'l,  who,  blushing  slightly,  said,  she 
believed  she  had  heard  of  him  as  having 
formerly  served    in   the   French    army.      The 
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baron  was  satisfied  that  liis  name  could  have 
been  mentioned  to  her  by  no  other  than 
Zronievsky,  and  he  was  the  more  convinced 
of  it  when  he  saw  her  eye  rest  with  a  gentle 
sympathy  upon  him,  as  upon  an  acquaintance, 
whenever  and  with  appaient  j^^^^sure  she 
directed  her  conversation  to  him. 

**You  are  quite  a  stranger  here,"  said  the 
duchess,  "and  cannot  have  been  prejudiced 
by  any  one.  I  call  upon  you,  therefore,  to  be 
umpire  between  us.  May  there  not  be  secret 
powers  in  nature  which — how  shall  I  express 
myself? — ^which,  if  wantonly  invoked,  may 
bring  mischief?" 

*^  You  are  not  quite  impartial,  mother,"  said 
the  princess,  with  animation ;  "  by  your  man- 
ner of  putting  the  question,  you  would  take 
the  baron's  judgment  by  surprise.  Tell  us, 
if  more  than  once,  in  the  course  of  some  years, 
a  tile  should  fall  from  the  same  roof,  with  fatal 
effect  to  some  passenger  beneath,  would  you  on 
that  account  refuse  to  pass  by  the  house  ? " 

G  2 
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^^  Why  should  I  ?  there  could  be  no  eecret 
powers  in  the  tile  which—" 

"How  ;s\'ilful!"  interrupted  the  duchess; 
^^  you  would  send  me  home  with  my  secret 
powers.  But  patience ;  Sophie's  simile  is  not 
in  point." 

"  Well,  then,  we  will  soon  discover  for  whom 
the  baron  will  decide,"  exclaimed  the  princess. 
"  The  affair  stands  thus :  our  Opera  here  is 
considered  very  good ;  everything  old  and 
new  is  produced,  and  yet  there  is  one,  the 
most  beautiful  opera  I  know,  wliich  we  are 
never  permitted  to  hear.  I  heard  it  first  on 
foreign  boards,  and  since  my  return  have 
vainly  endeavoured  to  obtain  its  representa- 
tion." 

"  To  Avhat  opera  do  you  allude  ?"  inquired 
the  baron. 

"  To  Othello." 

"  Othello  I  certainly  a  very  fine  performance. 
There  are  few  compositions  which  have  such 
charms  for  me  as  this.     I  feel  myself,  I  may 
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say,  solemnly  aflfected  many  days  after  hearing 
Desdemona's  swan-dirge  to  the  harp." 

*^  Hear  him !  he  comes  from  Petersburg — 
Warsaw — Berlin.  I  never  saw  him  before ; 
and  yet  he  praises  Othello.  "We  must  have  it 
represented  again.  And  why  not?  because  of 
a  fable  which  now  nobody  believes." 

*^  Do  not  turn  it  to  ridicule,"  said  the 
duchess,  ''  I  know  facts  which  make  me 
tremble  to  think  upon:  but  we  address  our 
judge  in  parables.  Consider,  would  it  not  be 
terrible  if  after  every  performance  of  Othello 
there  shoidd  be  a  fii*e  ?" 

"  Ah !  again   a  simile,"   said  Sophie ;  "  the 
fable  itself  is  still  more  foolish." 

"  No,  we  will  keep  to  the  comparison," 
continued  the  mother :  *^  Othello  was  first 
performed  here  as  a  drama  from  Shakspeare 
fifty  years  ago ;  the  tale  goes — ^we  know  neither 
why  nor  wherefore — that  as  often  as  it  was 
represented  a  certain  catastrophe  followed — 
say  a  fire.     This  being  the  case,  its  performance 
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was  for  a  length   of  time  suspended;  but  a 
new  and  excellent  translation  appearing  it  was 
resumed,  and  the  unhappy  circumstance  again 
occurred.     I  remember,  as  if  it  had  happened 
to-day,  when  Othello,  metamorphosed  into  an 
opera,  was  given  for  the  first  time ;  we  laughed, 
because,  having  become   a  musical  piece,  we 
concluded  we  had    robbed  the   moor    of  his 
powers  of  mischief.     Desdemona  fell — but  the 
fire  followed.     The  opera  was  repeated  on«e 
again;    but  the    same    consequence  resulting, 
Othello  has  never  been  attempted  since.    All 
this  may  be   peculiar,   but  it  is   true.     What 
say  you,  baron  ?    Honestly,  what  think  you  of 
our  dispute  ? " 

"  Your  grace  is  quite  right,"  answered  Baron 
Laurun,  in  a  tone  half  in  earnest  and  half 
ironical;  "  and  with  your  permission  I  will 
corroborate  what  you  say  by  a  family  example. 
I  had  a  maiden  aunt,  a  disagreeable,  mystic 
person,  whom  we  children  called  the  Feathered- 
Aunt,  because  she  wore  a  huge  black  feather 
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in  her  hat.  As  with  your  Othello,  so  wc  had 
a  saying,  that  whenever  the  Feathered- Aunt 
came,  one  or  other  of  us  would  fall  sick.  The 
thing  was  ridiculed,  but  the  sickness  followed 
neyertheless :  we  became  at  length  so  accus- 
tomed to  the  catastrophe,  that  so  often  as  our 
Feathered-Aunt  was  descried  approaching  the 
residence,  every  preparation  was  made  for  the 
approaching  illness,  nay,  even  the  medical  man 
was  sent  for." 

*^  A  splendid  personage,  your  Feathered- 
Aunty^  cried  the  princess,  smiling ;  "  I  can  just 
picture  her  to  myself  stretching  her  plumed 
head  out  of  the  carriage,  and  all  the  children 
running  away  as  if  the  plague  were  coming; 
I  see  the  servant  galloping  off  for  the  physician 
because  the  Feathered- Aunt  had  appeared: 
you  had  a  real  tvhite  lady  in  the  family." 

^'  Yet,  after  all,"  interrupted  the  duchess,  in 
an  earnest  and  almost  angry  tone,  "  we  ought 
not  to  talk  jestingly  of  circumstances  which  wc 
cannot  deny,  and  the  nature  of  which  will  never 
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be   explained.     Thus  it  is  witli  my  Othello," 

added  she,  smiling;  ^*  and  you  will  not  see  it, 

baron;   so  look  for  the  performance   of  your 

favourite  piece  elsewhere." 

"  You  shall  see  it,  though,"  whispered  Sophie; 

'  •   i.- 
"  I  must  hear  my  Desdemona  dirge  on  these 

boards,  though  I  should  be  myself  the  victim." 

"You?''  said  the  baron;  "I  am  told  the 

.   . . '        '«»■'■■*•■     ■  '  ■  ■ 
ghostly  moor  causes  fire,  not  death." 

^^  Oh !  that  was  only  a  simile  of  my  mother's," 
replied  the  princess,  almost  in  a  whisper,  "  the 

"   ■    •  r  . 

tradition  itself  is  still  more  dreadful." 

But  the  signal  of  the  leader  was  heard — 
the  introduction  to  the  second  act  commenced; 
and  the  baron,  rising  to  retire  from  the  box, 
looked  in  vain  for  the  ambassador,  who  had 
ah'eady  returned  to  his  former  place.  He 
entered  the  corridor,  hesitating  whether  he 
{should  bend  his  steps  to  the  left  or  right,  when 
a  warm  hand  grasped  his  own ;  he  looked  up, 
and  beheld  Count  Zronievsky. 

"  Then  I  was  not  mistaken,"  said  the  count. 
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**  Major,  my  brave  major !  how  everything 
revives  in  me!  I  cast  these  thiiteen  unhappy 
years  from  me,  and  feel  myself  the  joyful 
lancer  I  was  before !  Vive  Poniatowski !  Vive 
PEmp " 

"  For  God's  sake !"  hastily  interinipted  the 
baron,  "  think  where  you  are !  wherefore  call 
up  these  shades?  They  have  departed  with 
their  times ;  leave  the  dead  to  their  rest !" 

^^ Restr^  answered  the  other,  "would  tliat 
I  too  coTild  find  rest.  Oh !  that  I  were  among 
them — how  peacefully  should  I  sleep!  They 
sleep — ^my  brave  Poles ;  and  no  voice,  however 
loud,  can  awake  them.  Why  may  not  I  too 
find  repose  ?" 

A  gloomy  unsteady  fire  burned  in  the  eye 
of  the  handsome  young  man,  and  his  lips  closed 
painfully.  TTie  baron  gazed  at  him  with 
anxious  sympathy;  he  was  no  longer  the 
buoyant  courageous  youth  he  had  formerly 
seen  at  the  head  of  his  regiment  in  the  day 
of  victory:  the  confiding,  insinuating  smile  of 

o5 


130  OTHEtT/). 

former  times  had  given  place  to  a  melancholy, 
bitter  expression  of  countenance  :  his  eye,  which 
had  formerly  beamed  with  prond  assurance, 
and  with  joy,  seemed  mistrnstfully  seeking  to 
pierce  every  object :  the  faded  colour  of  his 
cheeks,  was  the  mere  reflection  of  that  youthful 
bloom  which  obtained  for  him  at  Paris  the 
name  of  the  Beautiful  Pole : — ^yet,  spite  of  the 
change  time  and  misfortune  had  wrought  in 
his  appearance,  it  must  be  admitted  that  the 
affection  of  the  Princess  Sophie  was  very  excu- 
sable. 

'^  You  gaze  at  me,  baron,"  said  the  Pole, 
after  a  pause,  "  as  if  searching  for  traces  of 
the  olden  time.  But  do  not  give  yourself 
unnecessary  trouble ;  everything  hath  changed, 
and  shall  not  man  change  with  circumstances  T' 

"  I  do  not  find  you  so  greatly  altered,'*  said 
the  baron  ;  ^^  I  recognised  you  the  moment  I 
saw  you.  But  one  thing  I  no  longer  discover, 
a  certain  confidence  has  vanished  from  your 
eye ;  Alexander  Zronievsky  seems  mistrustful ; 
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and  yet,"  added  he,  smiling,  *^  my  heart  was 
ever  with  you,  and  I  once  knew  the  hidden 
feelings  of  your  own." 

"  My  poor  heart  I"  responded  the  Pole,  with 
sadness :  **  I  should  scarce  be  aware  of  its 
existence  did  it  not  so  often  beat  in  sorrow! 
But  scrutinize  it,  and  you  will  find  my  friend- 
ship for  you,  baron,  unchanged.  Eeprovc  not 
my  eye  because  it  smiles  no  more:  I  have 
retired  into  myself;  but  grasp  this  right 
hand,  its  pressure  will  inform  you  that  I  am 
still  the  same." 

^  I  thank  you,"  said  his  friend,  "  but  do  not 
yet  understand  the  thoughts  of  your  heart : 
you  say  it  beats  in  sadness ;  is  not  a  youthfiil 
princess  somewhat  to  blame  for  that  ?" 

The  count  grew  pale ;  he  pressed  the  baron's 
hand  firmly,  and  said,  "  For  God's  sake  be 
silent;  never  more  a  syllable  on  the  subject! 
I  know,  I  understand  what  you  mean,  and 
will  even  admit  that  you  are  not  deceived: 
the  devil  made  your  eyes,  baron!    Yet  why 
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request  a  man  of  honour  to  be  silent?    Wlio 
of  the  8th  ever  betrayed  a  comrade  ?" 

*'  You  are  right :  let  us  say  no  more  about 
it :  but  one  word, — of  the  8th  none  betrays  his 
comrade;  but  may  not  the  comrade  betray 
Hmself?" 

"  Step  on  one  side,"  whispered  the  count, 
*^  for  I  perceive  persons  approacliing.  I  hope 
no  suspicion  rests  with  any  one  but  your- 
self?" 

Baron  Von  Laurun  then  informed  his  friend 
that  he  had  only  that  day  arrived;  that  his 
despatches  being  quickly  arranged  he  had 
accompanied  the  ambassador  to  the  ox:)era ;  and 
that,  as  with  enchantment  he  regarded  the 
princess,  the  ambassador's  lady  had  informed 
him  that  Sophie  was  involved  in  a  connexion 
beneath  her  rank.  '^  You  entered  the  prince's 
box,"  added  he ;  "  one  look  was  sufficient  to 
convince  me  who  was  the  favoured  lover." 

"And  the  ambassador's  ladv?"  cried  the 
county  with  great  agitation. 
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"She  confirmed  it;  and,  if  I  am  not  mis- 
taken, spoke  of  a  lord  marshal's  lady,  from 
whom  she  had  the  news.'* 

The  count  was  silent;  his  eye  became 
vacant;  he  seemed  to  wrestle  with  contending 
emotions,  and  at  length  said,  in  hollow  accents, 
"Can  you  lend nife' a  hundred  napoleons ?" 

The  baron  was  astonished  at  the  question. 
He  had  anticipated  the  complaint  customary  in 
such  cases ;  not,  therefore,  immediately  under- 
standing thd  dcfrirand,  he  could  iiot  rJejEiain  from 
giazing  at  the  c6uril  With  Surprise. 

"I  am  it  fugitive,*"' said  the  Pole.  "1 
deemed  I  had  at  length  foutod  a  resting-place — 
aspotwhfere  I  might  be  at  peace;  and  here  I 
'ft>t^,  am  lored  agaiii,  major — and  koto  lored 
again!'*  Tears  forced  themselves  into  his 
eyes ;  but  collecting  himself  with  a  great  effort, 
he  continued  with  a  firmer  voice,  "It  is  an 
odd  request,  yet  I  blush  not  to  make  it,  com- 
rade. Think  on  the  last  glorious  days  in  the 
north — on  the  day  of  Mojaisk  ?" 
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^*  I  remember/'  said  the  baron^  his  eye  glis- 
tening^ and  the  coloTir  rising  in  his  cheeks. 

"You  forget  not  how  the  Russian  battery 
advanced  upon  the  redoubt — ^how  their  balk 
whistled  through  our  ranks^  and  the  traitor 
Fiolski  blew  the  retreat — " 

"Ha!"  interposed  the  baron^  in  a  menacing 
tone ;  **  and  how  you  shot  him  dead — how  the 
hussars  turned  right  about — ^how  you  cried 
^Forward,  lancers  of  the  8th!'  and  in  five 
minutes  their  cannon  were  ours." 

"  You  remember/'  said  the  count,  in  a  low 
melancholy  voice.  *^  Well,  a  comrade  is  to  be 
rescued ;  lancer,  will  you  save  him  ? " 

"I  will  save  him,"  cried  the  friend,  and 
Zronievsky,  throwing  his  arms  around  him, 
hastened  from  the  corridor. 


"I  am  glad  of  this  rencontre,"  said  Count 
Zronievsky,   as    he    met    the  baron  the   next 
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morning  in  the  streets ;  *^  I  was  just  coming  to 
request  a  fayour  of  you." 

*^  Which  I  promised  yesterday  to  grant," 
answered  the  other.  "  If  you  will  accompany 
me^to  my  hotel,  the  money  lies  ready  for  you." 

**  For  God's  sake  don't  talk  of  money — ^you 
km  me  by  such  prosa.  I  have  the  feelings  of 
a  god !  I  am  happy — I  am  celestially  attuned. 
Oh,  my  friend!  I  have  acquainted  yon  angel 
with  what  you  told  me — that  I  must  fly — ^that 
to  be  near  her,  and  not  commune  vrith  her  was 
impossible." 

"  And  may  I  know  her  answer  ?" 

*^  She  is  calm  about  it.  Oh,  she  is  above  these 
bad  men !  ^AVTiat  of  all  this,'  said  she,  Hhey 
cannot  speak  ill  of  us ;  and  if  our  love  be  dis- 
covered, I  will  make  them  forgive  me.  Where 
is  the  being  who  never  did  a  foolish  thing  ?' " 

"  A  healthy  philosophy,"  remarked  the 
baron;  *^in  such  matters  one  can't  be  ex- 
pected to  be  more  reasonable:  but  may  I  be 
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allowed  yet  one  question  ?  According  to  ap- 
pearances, you  see  your  lady-love  alone,  for 
what  you  tell  me  could  scarcely  take  place 
during  the  performance  of  Don  Juan/' 

"We  meet — yes,  we  meet — but  where,  I 
must  not  tell ;  and  by  my  life  that  shall  not  be 
discovered.  It  is  clear,  however,  we  cannot  go 
on  thus  long,  and  therefore  I  am  always 
anxious  to  be  prepared  for  flight;  and  your 
assistance  will  enable  me  to  be  so,  should  my 
own  resources  prove  insufficient.  But  to- 
morrow we  can  confer  on  that  subject ;  to-day 
I  will  be  happy — ^I  will  lay  hold  of  the  precious 
moments — they  will  not  endure  long." 

"  But  how  can  I  ser\^e  you  ?"  said  the  baron. 
"  If  I  mistake  not,  you  were  in  search  of  me 
when  we  met." 

"Eight,"  responded  the  other,  recollecting 
himself.  "  Sophie  knows  you  are  my  friend ; 
we  have  frequently  conversed  together  about 
you.      Did    she   not  speak   to   you  yesterday 
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about  Othello,  and  tell  you  that  the  duchess 
refuses  to  allow  the  opera  to  be  performed  on 
account  of  some  story  or  other  I  now  forget?" 

**  They^ere  very  mysterious  on  the  subject,"   . 
responded  his  friend ;  "  and  in  my  opinion  the 
duchess  will  never  consent  to  that  opera  being 
given." 

"  And  yet,  by  the  magic  of  a  word,  I  have 
induced  her  to  do  so.  The  Princess  Sophie 
begged  and  prayed,  and  I  could  not  be  a 
witness  to  her  entreaties  without  coming  to  the 
rescue ;  I  therefore  assumed  a  somewhat  serious 
air,  and  suggested  that  it  would  be  disagreeable 
if  this  affair  were  to  reach  the  public  ear.  Once 
known  among  the  foreign  ambassadors,  and  in 
eight  days  it  would  be  in  circulation  in  every 
court  as  a  chronique  scandaleuse.  The  duchess 
admitted  the  justness  of  this  remark,  and  with 
a  sorrowful  and  troubled  countenance,  con- 
sented that  the  opera  should  be  performed. 
On  retiring,  however,  she  called  me  to  her,  and 
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©aid,  *  When  the  piece  is  adyertised  in  the  bills, 
let  Desdemona  fall  sick.' " 

"You  have  succeeded  excellently,"  cried 
the  baron,  laughing.  "  So  the  dread  of  the 
chronique  scandaleuse  has  overcome  her  super- 
stitious dread  of  the  secret  powers  of  nature." 

"  Just  so.  Sophie  is  delighted  that  the  point 
is  gained ;  and  I  am  now  on  my  way  to  the 
manager's,  with  commands  to  place  four  hun- 
dred dollars  in  his  hands,  that  the  representa- 
tion may  be  imimpeded  by  any  pecuniary 
difficulty,  and  I  must  beg  you  to  accompany 


me. 


"But  will  it  not  be  remarked  if  you  give 
the  sum  in  the  princess's  name  ?" 

^^  That  is  provided  against ;  we  bring  it  as 
collected  together  by  some  friends  of  the 
theatre.  Present  yourself  as  a  dilettante,  en- 
thusiast, or  in  whatever  character  will  best 
suit  our  purpose.  The  manager  lives  close  at 
hand,  and  is  an  honest  old  fellow  we  must  gain. 
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Here,  at  the  comer,  friend;  do  you  see  the 
green  house  with  the  balcony?" 


The  manager  of  the  theatre  was  a  little 
slender  man,  who  had  formerly  been  famous 
as  a  singer,  but  who,  now  advanced  in  years, 
had  retired  from  the  stage,  reposing  on  his 
laurels. 

He  received  the  sti*angers  with  a  certain 
air  of  artistical  dignity,  disturbed  only  by  the 
peculiarity  of  his  dress.  He  wore  a  black 
Florentine  cap,  which  was  never  laid  aside 
except  when  he  went  out,  to  be  replaced  by 
a  wig.  In  stiiking  contrast  to  this  article  of 
dress,  was  a  modem  tight  setting  coat  and  broad 
full  trousers,  evincing  that,  in  spite  of  the 
sixty  years  he  had  probably  seen,  he  was  still 
in  some  measure  alive  to  the  vanities  of  the 
world.  On  his  feet  he  wore  large  and  suffi- 
ciently well  trodden  slippers,  upon  which  he 
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slid  along  apparently  "without  raising  his  feet 
from  the  ground. 

"I  have  aheady  been  informed  of  the 
gracious  desire,"  said  the  manager,  when  the 
count  had  made  him  acquainted  with  the  object 
^  of  his  visit.  "  As  fax  as  I  am  concerned, 
nothing  shall  ever  be  wanting  to  delight  their 
royal  ears;  but  with  regard  to  this  opera,  I 
must  humbly  endeavour  to  prevent  its. repre- 
sentation." 

"What!  you  will  not  give  it?"  cried  the 
count. 

"  God  forbid !  it  would  be  wilful  murder 
upon  their  most  august  family !  No,  no  ;  if  my 
opinion  be  of  any  weight  in  the  matter,  this 
unfortunate  piece  will  never  again  be  repre- 
sented here." 

"  I  should  never  have  supposed,"  responded 
the  count,  "  that  a  man  of  your  chaiactcr  could 
be  so  enthralled  by  a  mere  vulgar  superstition. 
I  have  heard  your  name,  from  my  earliest 
youth,  pronounced  in  distant  lands  with  respect 
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and  astonishment.  You  were  designated  the 
king  of  singers;  and  great  was  my  desire  to 
behold  this  man  of  whom  fame  spoke  so 
highly:  do  not  force  me  by  such  phantasies 
to  think  differently  of  you." 

The  old  man   appeared   flattered  ;    a   smile 
of    gratification     passed    over     his    venerable 
features;  he  stuck  his  hands  in  his   j)ockets, 
and  sHding  up  and  down  in  his  fur  sHppers, 
cried,  '^  You   are   too  good — ^j^ou   do   me   too 
much  honour.     Yes,  we — we  were  something 
in  our  time — a  good  tenor  !  now  it  is  certainly 
at  an  end.     But  you  are  pleased  to   call  me 
superstitious.     I  should  be  ashamed  to  confess 
a    superstitious    belief;    but  where    there   arc 
facts,  superstition  is  out  of  the  question." 
^^  Facts  P^  cried  the  friends  in  one  voice. 
**  Yes,    gentlemen,   facts.      You    cannot    be 
inhabitants  of  this  town  or   neighbourhood  if 
unacquainted  with — ^" 

'    "I  have  indeed  heard  some   tale   or  other 
connected  with  this  piece,"  said]the  baron.  "  If 
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I  am  not  mistaken  after  the   performance  of 
Othello  there  is  always  a  fire,  and — " 

"  A  fire ! "  said  the  old  man.  "  God  forgive 
mc!  but  I  had  rather  such  were  the  case. 
We  have  engines,  and  might  extinguish  it; 
the  damage,  too,  may  be  restored ;  but  death- 
no — that  is  still  more  terrible !" 

Death ! — do  you  say  who  shall  die  ?" 
There  is  no  secret  in  the  matter,"  rephed 
the  nianager;  ^^as  often  as  Othello  is  given, 
eight  days  afterwards,  a  member  of  the  ducal 
family  uniformly  dies." 

The  friends  rose  sunultaneously,  for  there 
was  something  fearful  in  the  prophetic,  pointed 
tone  in  which  the  old  man  spoke.  But  they 
immediately  resumed  their  seats,  and  laughed 
at  their  own  terror.  Their  laughter,  however, 
in  no  respect  disconcerted  the  veteran  singer. 

"  You  please  to  be  merry,"  said  he,  "  and  I 
must  bear  it ;  but  if  you  arc  not  pressed  for 
time,  I  will  open  the  theatrical  chronicle  for 
your  inspection,  regularly  written  for  the  last 
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luuidred  and  twenty  years,  by  the  prompter  for 
the  time  being/' 

''Bring  it  here,  old  friend,"  said  the  count, 
who  now  began  to  enjoy  the  scene;  and  the 
old  man  slid  with  remarkable  rapidity  into  an 
adjoining  room,  whence  he  brought  forth  a 
folio  volume,  bound  in  leather,  with  brass 
comers  and  clasps ;  and  having  put  on  a  large 
paix  of  spectacles,  began  turning  over  t^e 
leaves  of  the  chronicle. 

''  Look  here,"  said  he :  "  ^  Anno  1740,  the  8th 
of  December,  the  actress  Charlotte  Faudauer 
was  smothered  in  our  theatre,  the  tragedy  of 
Othello,  the  Moor  of  Venice,  was  performed.' " 

"What!"  interrupted  the  baron,  "was 
Shakspeare's  Othello  given  here  in  1740  ?  and 
yet,  if  I'm  not  mistaken,  Schroeder  was  the 
first  translator  of  any  of  Shakspeare's  plays  in 
Gtermany,  ^nd  he  wrote  much  later." 

"Pardon  me,"  said  the  old  man;  "the 
duke,  when  on  his  travels,  saw  this  piece  per« 
formed    in    London;   had    it    translated,  and 
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frequently  given  here,  becaiisc  it  pleased 
exceedingly.      But    my    chronicle    proceei 
'  The  afgresaid  Charlotte  Faudauer  repreaentcd 
Dcsdemona,  and  was  really  suffocated  hy  the 
pillow  ivith  which  she  ought  in  the  piece  to  Ik 
smothered,'  God  he  gracious  to  her  poor  soul! 
"'  This  mui'der — for  her  death,"  continued  iIif 
old  man,  "  was  not  accidental— is  thus  related: 
Charlotte  was  a  very  bcatuiiul  ivoinan;   had 
found  faTour  in  tlie  eyes  of  the  Duke  of  Nepo- 
muck,  and  became  liis  mistress.     She  did  nt 
however,  suiTender  herself  hlindly  and  wit] 
precaution :  warned  by  the  numerous  exam] 
of  those  whom  his  inconstant  heart  had 
pudiated  and  left  friendless  in  the  world, 
said  she  entered  into  a  fearful  i)act  with  him, 
nor  until  it  was  confirmed  by  an  oath,  did  she 
resign    herself  to    his   will.      What    she 
feared  soon  happened ;  and  when  he  attem] 
by  gentle  means  to  get  rid  of  her,  she  thr( 
ened  to  publish  the  pact  he  had  entered 
with  her  oier  all  Euiope ;  she  informed 
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that  she  had  forwarded  a  copy  of  this  ^vriting 
to  many  foreign  towns,  where  she  coidd  by  a 
word  bring  it  to  light.  The  duke  was  a  man 
of  very  violent  disposition,  and  his  anger  knew 
no  bounds.  He  attempted  to  poison  her,  but 
she  took  the  precaution  of  eating  nothing 
unless  prepared  by.  her  own  hand.  At  length 
he  had  recourse  to  assassination ;  and  ordering 
the  performance  of  the  piece  in  question, 
bribed  the  person  who  took  the  character  of 
Othello  to  perform  his  part  too  naturally,  by 
actually  smothering  the  lady." 

The  count  shuddered.  '^  Is  this  really  true  ?" 
cried  he. 

"Ask  many  elderly  persons  in  the  town, 
and  you  will  hear  the  same  account.  A 
judicial  inquiry  was  set  on  foot  against  the 
murderer;  but  the  duke  overpowered  it,  took 
the  actor  into  his  service,  and  gave  out,  that  the 
death  of  Faudauer  was  caused  by  apoi)lexy. 
Eight  days  after  the  death  of  the  actress,  the 
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duke's  only  son  died — a  prince  of  twelve  yean 
of  age." 

^'  Chance !"  cried  the  baxon. 

"  Call  it  chance,  if  you  please/'  said  the  mana- 
ger, quietly  examining  further  into  his  folio; 
"but  listen :  For  two  years  this  play  was  not  again 
performed ;  but  after  that  period  the  duke  was 
reckless  enough  to  have  it  again  produced. 
Here  is  the  entry :  '  the  28th  September,  1742, 
Othello,  the  Moor  of  Venice;'  and  on  the 
margin,  ^  Curious, — On  the  5th  of  October  the 
Princess  Augusta  died,  just  eight  days  after 
Othello,  as  two  years  ago  died  the  blessed 
Prince  Frederick.'  Chance y  worthy  gentle- 
men?" 

'^  Certainly,  chance,"  replied  the  friends. 

"  Let  us  look  further.  '  The  6th  February, 
1748,  Othello,  the  Moor  of  Venice.'  Did  it 
happen  again?  Please  look  here,  gentlemen, 
a  marginal  note  in  the  same  handwriting: 
*  Dreadful !  —  Faudaucr    again  !  On  the   14tb 
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Prince  Alexander  died  suddenly,  eight  days 
after  OtheUo!" 

The  old  man  drew  his  breath,  and  gazed 
inquiringly  on  the  gentlemen  before  him,  but 
they  remained  silent,  and  he  continued  his 
research:  ^The  16th  January,  1775,  for  the 
benefit  of  Mademoiselle  Koller,  OtheUo,  the 
Moor  of  Venice.'  Right  agaia !  ^  Piincess 
Elizabeth  died  on  the  24th  January,  1775.' " 

*^Well,"  said  the  baron,  "I  admit  the  truth 
of  all  this ;  the  obstinacy  of  accident  has  really 
made  it  so.  Give  me,  however,  one  reasonable 
ground  of  cause  and  efiect,  if  you  will  have  it 
tliat  they  departed  in  consequence  of  the  per- 
jCbrmance  of  Othello." 

**Sir,"  answered  the  old  man,  with  great 
earnestness,  "I  cannot;  but  I  remember  the 
words  of  that  great  mind  which  produced  this 
unfortunate  Othello :  ^  There  arc  many  things 
between  heaven  and  earth  not  dreamed  of  in 
oar  philosophy ! ' "  , 

^  I  know  it,"  said  tie  count ;  "  and  Shak- 
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speare  would  never  have  uttered  those  words, 
had  he  known  how  much  absurdity  lay  behind 
them!" 

'^Possibly,"  answered  the  manager.  "But 
listen  further.  I  come  now  to  a  somewliat 
more  recent  example ;  one  I  can  myself  re- 
member— to  the  duke  himself.'*^ 

"What!"     exclaimed     the     baron;    "the 
actress's  real  murderer  ?" 

"  The  same.     Othello  had  perhaps  not  been 
given  for  twenty  years,  when — (I  remember  as 
if  it  were  to-day) — strangers  came  on  a  visit 
to  the  court.     Our  theatre  pleased  them,  and, 
curiously  enough,  one  of  the  foreign  princesses 
wished  to   see   Othello.     The  duke  went  un- 
willingly about  it ;  not  for  fear  of  the  dreadful 
result  which  followed  each  performance,  for  he 
was  in  everything  an  unbeliever,  but  being  now 
old,   the  sins   of  his   youth  lay  heavy  at  his 
heart,   and  he  entertained   a  disgust   for   this 
tragedy.     But  whether  he    could    not    refuse 
the  lady,  or  afraid  of  the  motives  the  pubUc 
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would  attacli  to  his  non-acquiescence,  the  piece 
was  ordered  to  be  immediately  got  up,  and 
performed  in  the  palace." 

''Well,  and  what  followed?"  cried  the 
firiends  impatiently. 

"  Eight  days  afterwards,  on  the  24th  of 
October,  1793,  the  duke  died." 

"Impossible!"  said  the  baron.  "Stuff  and 
nonsense!" 

''I.  can  cite  you  yet  other  instances,"  said 
the  old  man,  calmly ;  "  but  you  are  weary  of 
our  curious  conversation;  I  will,  therefore, 
trouble  you  with  only  one  more,  of  most  recent 
occurrence.  Rossini  wrote  his  beautiful  opera 
of  Othello,  in  which  he  showed,  what  had 
been  before  doubted,  that  he  was  able  to  stiike 
the  deep  tragic  chords  of  the  human  breast. 
Its  performance  was  not  called  for  by  authority, 
but  the  orchestra  studied  it,  and  gave  parts  of 
it  in  their  concerts.  This  created  such  a  desire 
to  see  the  whole,  that  nothing  else  was  talked 
of  in  the  papers,  in  the  hotels,  and  at  tea- 
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parties.  It  was  universally  desired.  At  length 
orders  came  for  its  representation.  I  was  stiU  on 
the  boards,  and  sang  Othello.  The  theatre  was 
crowded  to  excess ;  the  court,  the  noblesse, 
were  there — the  orchestra  used  every  exertion 
— the  singers  left  nothing  to  be  -wished  foi; 
but,  I  know  not  why,  an  undefined  dread 
hovered  over  us  when  Deademona  i>Iayed  her 
dirge  on  the  harp,  when  in  her  chamber  she 
prepared  herself  to  rest, — when  the  murderei, 
the  tenible  moor,  approached.  It  was  the 
same  house,  they  were  the  same  hoards,  the 
same  scenes,  as  when  the  beautiful  Faudauer 
30  horribly  ended  her  career.  I  admit,  spite 
of  the  devil's  nature  of  my  Othello,  a  slight 
shudder  came  over  me  when  the  murder  took 
place.  I  looked  anxiously  at  the  ducal  box, 
whence  so  many  blooming,  noble  forms  looked 
down,  on  our  performance.  'Will  the  tones 
which  accompany  thy  death  soften  the  blood- 
thirsty spii'it  ?'  thought  I.  For  five  or  six  days 
all  went  on  well;  no  sickness  was  heard  of  ■ 
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the  palace;  people  laughed,  and  said  it  only 
wanted  an  opera  to  deceive  the  spirit.  Seven 
days  went  peacefully  over;  on  the  eighth. 
Prince  Ferdinand  was  shot  at  the  chase." 
.  "I  have  heard  of  it,"  said  the  baron.  ^^It 
was  pure  accident ;  the  gun  of  some  one  near 
him  went  off,  and — " 

''  Did  I  then  say  the  spirit  itself  stopped  the 
current  of  his  life ;  I  speak  only  of  an  unac- 
countable, mysterious  coincidence." 

^^But  have  you  not,  in  this  instance,  been 
romancing  a  little  ?  where  is  it  recorded  that 
eight  days  before  the  prince  lost  his  life  this 
opera  was  performed  ?" 

"  Here,"  answered  the  manager,  with  some 
coldness,  pointing,  at  the  same  time,  to  a  par- 
ticular part  of  the  page.  The  baron  read: 
^Othello,  opera  of  Rossini,  on  the  12th  of 
March;"  and  on  the  margin,  underscored 
three  times,  were  the  words,  ^On  the  20th, 
Prince  Ferdinand  was  shot  dead  at  the  chase.' 

The  two  gentlemen  gazed    on   each  other 
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for  some  moments  in  silence.  They  seemed 
inclined  to  laugh,  but  the  earnestness  of  the 
old  man,  the  remarkable  recurrence  of  those 
dreadful  events,  had  made  a  deeper  impression 
than  they  were  themselves  willing  to  admit. 
The  baron  turned  over  the  pages  of  the  chro- 
nicle, whistling  in  a  low  tone;  the  count  became 
abstracted,  and  buried  his  forehead  and  eyes 
in  his  hands.  At  length  he  sprang  up  :  "  All 
this  is  unavailing.  The  opera  must  be  given. 
The  court,  the  embassies,  all  know  it,  and  it 
would  give  scope  to  much  scandal  if  it  should 
be  put  off  on  account  of  these  accidents.  Here 
are  four  hundred  dollars.  Sir,  sent  by  some 
friends  and  lovers  of  the  arts,  to  enable  you 
give  Othello  in  brilliant  style.  Purchase  with 
it  what  you  i)lease,"  added  he,  smiling.  "  Send 
for  spirit-exorcists  and  conjui'ers;  buy  an 
entire  apparatus  of  witchcraft — in  short,  what- 
ever you  deem  requisite  to  banish  the  gliost — 
only  give  us  Othello." 

"Gentlemen,"  said  the  old  man,  "probably 
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in  my  youth  I  have  ridiculed  such  matters, 
but  age  has  rendered  me  more  reflective.  I 
have  learned  that  there  are  things  which, 
though  incomprehensible,  are  not  on  that 
account  to  be  despised  off-hand.  I  thank  you 
for  the  present,  and  will  see  to  its  proper 
appKcation ;  but  only  if  absolutely  commanded 
will  I  give  Othello.  Oh,  God,"  added  he 
mournfully,  "if  it  should  happen  again,  and 
our  beloved  Princess  Sophie  be  the  victim ! " 

*'  Silence ! "  cried  the  count,  turning  pale. 
"  Truly  your  absm-d  stories  are  infectious,  and 
frighten  one  in  broad  day.  Good  morning  I 
remember  that  Othello  be  performed.  Let  us 
have  no  excuses  about  colds,  and  fevers,  and 
tmavoidable  hinderances.  By  heaven!  unless 
you  procure  a  Desdemona,  I  will  invoke  the 
spirit  of  the  murdered  Faudauer  herself  to 
arise  and  perform  the  part." 

The  old  man  crossed  himself  impatiently,  slid 
up  and  down  in  his  fur  shppers,  and  arranged 
his    Florentine  cap.     "What  waywardness!" 
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said  he;  "if  slie  should  now  appear  like  the 
statue  guest !  Cease  talking  in  this  manner,  I 
pray;  who  knows  how  near  each  of  us  may 
be  to  his  own  destruction  !*' 

The  friends  descended,  smiling,  into  the 
streets ;  and  long  did  the  venerable  musical 
prophet  in  the  Florentine  cap,  tight-made  coat, 
broad  trousers,  and  large  fur  slippers,  serve  as 
an  object  of  raillery. 


There  were  times  when  Baron  Laurun 
could  by  no  means  discover  in  the  count  the 
comrade  of  former  years.  If  at  one  moment 
he  was  happy,  lively,  full  of  wit  and  humour; 
— could  he  at  one  time  entertain  a  society  by 
pointed  anecdote,  or  stories  from  his  own  life ; 
— did  he  at  one  time  so  fascinate  as  to  become 
the  favourite  of  all,  the  adored  of  many; — at 
other  times  he  was  caustic  and  taciturn;  his  eye 
would  assume  a  dark  expression,  his  mouth 
become  compressed;  he  would  play  listlessly 
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with  Ids  fingers^  and  return  peevish^  sometimes- 
angry  answers  to  those  about  him.  The  baron 
had  akeady  remarked  that  this  was  the  proper 
moment  to  withdraw  him  from  society,  for 
soon  his  feelings  would  become  so  sensitive  as 
to  lead  him  to  apply  every  innocent  expression 
to  himself,  and  show  evident  symptoms  of 
violent  indignation. 

The  baron  was  frequently  about  his  person, 
and  had  lost  but  little  of  that  influence  over 
him  which  he  had  possessed  in  former  years, 
and  he  now  exerted  it  to  prevent  his  friend 
giving  way  in  public  to  uncalled-for  petulance 
and  anger.  But  if  he  was  successful  in  this 
respect,  so  much  the  more  terrible  were  the 
otitbursts  of  his  passion,  when,  after  such 
restraint,  he  had  retired  to  his  own  apartments. 
The  baron  having  one  evening  succeeded  in 
stifling  the  count's  overwrought  emotions  while 
in  society,  and  accompanied  him  to  his  hotel, 
the  unhappy  man  threw  himself  into  his  chair, 
passionately  exclaiming,  "  Am  I  not  a  miserable 
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and  a  lost  man  ?  to  tread  my  duties  in  the  dust 
— ^to  spurn  the  most  affectionate  love — ^to 
martyrise  a  heart  that  hangs  so  ardently  upon 
mine !  Recklessly  do  I  move  about  in  the 
world.  In  my  madness,  I  have  played  away 
my  peace.  Deeming  myself  a  Kosciusko,  I  am 
nothing  but  a  weak-headed  wretch,  worthy  to 
be  despised  by  all  noble-minded  men.  Thus 
to  reward  so  much  love — such  truth — such 
sacrifices ! " 

The  baron  had  recourse  to  every  argument 
to  comfort  his  friend.  "You  say  yourself, 
that  the  princess  loved  you  first — can  she 
expect  a  different  love  or  truth  from  you  to 
what  the  circumstances  allow  ?" 

*^0h!  what  thoughts  do  you  stir  in  me!" 
cried  the  count;  "your  very  excuses  rise  up 
against  me  !  You,  too,  deceived !  How  in- 
fantile, how  innocent  she  was,  when  I,  re- 
probate !  approached  her — when  I  saw  her, 
the  enamel  of  innocence  in  her  eye,  then  my 
quicksilver    heart    was    in    motion    again — I 
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forgot  to  whom  I  alone  belong — I  cast  myself 
into  the  whirlpool  of  pleasure,  overwhelming 
my  conscience  in  the  waters  of  forgetfulness." 
He  wept.  Suddenly  some  recollection  seemed 
to  pacify  him.  "  But  how  could  I  tear  myself 
from  her  ?  I  felt — I  saw  in  her  every  move- 
ment— I  read  in  her  eye  that  her  affections 
were  mine.  Could  I  fly,  when  I  beheld  the 
aurora  of  love  suffuse  her  cheek — beheld  the 
first  beam  of  confession  lighten  up  in  her  eye, 
and  fall  upon  me,  beckoning  for  an  answer?" 

"Point  me  out  the  man,"  said  his  friend, 
pressing  his  hand,  "  who  could  withstand  such 
sweet  temptation?" 

"And  when  I  dared  to  tell  her  how  I 
honoured  her — when  with  candid  joy  she 
acknowledged  her  affection  for  me — ^when 
that  confiding,  enchanting  play  of  love  began 
— ^where  a  look,  the  slightest  pressure  of  the 
hand,  speaks  far  more  than  words  are  able  to 
express — ^when  one  lives  through  days  in  the- 
joyful  expectation  of  an  evening,  an  hour,  a 
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moment  of  lonely  interconrse — when  one  baslu 
in  the  remembrance  of  tte  blessed  minute, 
till  evening  again  throws  ita  mantle,  and  again 
the  lover  may  drink  oblivion  out  of  the  giddy 
cup  of  his  lady's  eyes,  what  could  mortal  man 
do?  Oh,  how  richly  did  she  know  how  to 
give — what  love  to  throw  into  one  word,  one 
look ! — and  I  should  fly  from  her?" 

"  Who  requires  it  ?"  said  the  baron,  affected. 
"  It  would  be  barbarous  to  repudiate  so  beauti- 
ful, so  B  elf-sacrificing  an  affection.  I  only  wish 
for  prudence.  I  think  the  affair  is  not  qtute' 
so  hopeless," 

He  appeared  not  to  hearj'  the  tears  streamed 
down  his  pale  and  manly  cheeks,  and  his  eye 
seemed  profoundly  diving  into  the  past :  *'  And 
when,  with  a  sweet  blush,  she  informed  me 
how  I  could  approach  her — when  she  allowed^ 
me  to  kiss  her  princely  forehead — when  that] 
sweet  mouth,  a  word  from  which  bore  coi 
mands  to  a  people,  was  mine — ^when  the  rj 
of  the  princess  vraa  forgotten,  in  the 
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whisperings  of  the  lover — then,  then  was  I  to 
leave  her?" 

'^  You  ought  to '  deem  yourself  happy. 
Under  such  circumstances,  there  must  be  a 
peculiar  enchantment  in  the  very  secrecy ;  and 
why  should  you  so  deeply  condemn  this  love  ? 
Compose  yourself.  If  happy,  you  can  afford 
to  be  indifferent  to  the  opinion  of  the  world; 
for,  after  all,  this  affair  has  nothing  in  itself  of 
so  dark  a  nature  as  your  imagination  would 
cheat  you  to  suppose." 

The  count  listened — his  eyes  rolled — his 
cheeks  assumed  a  darker  hue — ^his  teeth  clung 
together.  '^  You  judge  too  mildly  of  me/' 
said  he,  with  a  hollow  voice;  "I  do  not 
deserve  it.  I  am  a  wretch  before  whom  you 
ought  to  shudder.  Oh,  that  I  could  buy 
fbrgetftJness  !  I  will  forget — I  shall  go  mad  if 
I  do  not.  Order  wine,  comrade  !  Give  me  to 
drink,  for  I  am  athirst — a  flame  burns  within 
—I  will  drown  the  memory  of  my  guilt." 

The  baron  was  a  man  of  a  calm  disposition. 
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and  regarded  tkese   despairing   bursts   of  re- 
pentance   and   self-reproaches  with    his   usu) 
quietness.     "He  is  a  hare-brained  fellow,  ; 
as  such  I  have  ever  known  him,"  said  he  t 
himself.     "  Snch   men   pass    easily   fi'oin 
extreme  to  another ;  now  ho  sees  great  guilt  il 
his  love,  because  it  may  injure   its    object — a 
moment  hence,  and  be  will  be  iu  ecstasies  at 
the  thought  of  its  existence."     The  wine  cam 
The  count  swallowed  some    glasses,  one  i 
the  other — paced  the  room  with  agitated  step- 
stood  still  before  his  friend — drank,  and  paced 
again.     The  baron  was  unwilhug  to  interrupj 
tbe  course  of  bis  feelings — he  drank,  also,  ; 
regarded  with  silent  attention  tTie  movemei 
of  the  unhappy  Pole, 

"Baron!"  cried  the  other,  at  length,  throwinj 
himself  into  a  chair ;  "  what  feehng  do  you  deei 
the  most  dreadful  to  endure  ?" 

T"he  baion  sipped  his  wine,  and  after  a  shod 
pause  said,  "  The  destruction  of  that  which  i 
most  dear  to  a  man  would  induce   the   : 
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poignant  distress — I  should  say  that  the  idea 
that  your  name  was  dishonoured  in  the  eye  of 
the  world  would  be  most  dreadful." 

The  count  smiled  grimly.  "  So  your  science 
dives  no  deeper  into  the  soul.  An  unjustly 
calumniated  man  has  yet  a  clear  conscience; 
there  exists  that  within  the  soul  which  raises 
him  high  above  the  injury — ^he  may  have  re- 
paration from  the  slanderer — there  is  a  possi- 
bility of  again  washing  out  the  stain.  Deeper, 
Sir  brother,"  cried  he,  convulsively  grasping  the 
baron's  hand ;  "  deeper  downward  into  the 
soul — what  feeling  is  still  more  terrible  ?" 

'^  I  have  heard  of  one,"  responded  the  other, 
*'  but  we  know  nothing  of  it — a  Just  self- 
contempt.^* 

The  count  turned  pale.  He  rose  from  his 
seat,  and  fixedly  regarded  his  iiiend:  ^^You 
have  hit  the  mark,  comrade ! "  said  he;  "and 
men  like  us  are  usually  ignorant  of  the  feeling. 
Yes,  it  is  self-contempt.  But  the  devil  covers 
the  earth  with  his  snares  :  before  we  are  aware. 
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■wc  ai'e  taken.     Know  you  the  torment  of  ii 
constancy  ?  " 

"  Thank  God !  no — my  wny  iras  ever  straight 
forwaitl  to  its  goal?" 

"Straight  forward  to  its  goal!"  repeated 
the  count,  and  paused.  "Do  you  remember" 
coDtinned  he,  "the  morning  we  rode  together 
out  of  the  gates  of  Warsaw  ?  Our  feelings, 
our  senses,  belonged  to  that  great  spirit  who 
enthralled  us ;  but  to  whom  did  the  heartt  of 
the  Polish  lancers  belong?  The  blast  of  our 
trumpets  sounded  the  K&akaucrn  ars — ^those 
songs  which  had  from  childhood  animated  us 
with  the  file  of  patriotism — these  well-lmown 
sounds  again  knocked  at  the  door  of  our  hearts 
— comrade,  to  whom  did  our  hearts  belong  ?" 

"  To  our  fatherland  1 "  said  the  baron,  affected. 
"  Tes,  then,  then  I  was  inconstant." 

"  Happy  are  you  that  you  never  were  so  but 
tiien !  The  devil  understands  his  work.  Here 
he  lets  one  feel  happy,  but  he  reflects  to  us  at  a 
distance  yet  higher  joy,  a  yet  greater  fortune  H 
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Possibly;  but  a  man  has  strength  to  re- 
main true  to  that  which  he  has  chosen/*  said 
the  baron. 

'*You  have  it!"  cried  the  count,  thunder- 
stricken  by  that  one  word.  "You  have  it— 
and  hence  self-contempt.  Wherefore  shoidd 
I  appear  better  than  I  am  ?  Comrade,  you  are 
a  man  of  honour — ^fly  me  as  a  pest.  I  am 
honourless^  a  despicable  man;  you  have 
strength^  despise  me.  I  must  contemn  myself. 
Comrad*!  am — " 

*'Hush!"  interrupted  his  friend.  "Some 
one  knocks  at  the  door.     Come  in." 

"I  regret — ^regret  exceedingly,"  said  the 
venerable  manager  of  the  theatre,  sliding  with 
a  low  bow  into  the  room ;  "  but  I  interrupt, 
perhaps-r-" 

"What  news?"  said  the  baron,  collecting 
himself  more  quickly  than  his  unhappy  friend. 
•*Sit  down.  Sir.  Pray  don't  spare  the  wine. 
What  brings  you  to  us  ?" 

"  The  melancholy  certainty  that  Othello  will 
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be  given,"  answered  the  old  man.  *^  Notluiig 
can  prevent  it — all  entreaties  are  vain.  Though 
the  opera  was  rehearsed,  an  arrangement  had 
been  made  with  our  Prima  Donna  that  she 
should  be   hoarse,   when    Satan  last    evening 

sent  here  Mademoiselle  Fanutti,  from  the 

Theatre;  and  she  has  been  ordered  by  their 
highnesses  to  take  the  part  of  Desdemona.  I 
could  scarcely  refrain  fi*om  tears  when  informed 
of  it.  But  now  it  must  be  done — ^yet  I  have 
dreadful  presentiments." 

"  Sir,"  said  the  count,  who  by  this  time  had 
recovered  his  usual  bearing,  "  resign  for  once 
your  darling  superstition;  I  can  assure  you 
that  no  harm  will  happen  to  any  members  of 
your  illustrious  family.  I  wiU  pay  a  visit  to 
the  churchyai'd,  find  the  tomb  of  the  smothered 
Desdemona,  pay  my  respects,  and  beseech  her 
this  once  to  close  an  eye ;  or,  if  she  must  have 
a  victim,  be  contented  with  me.  It  is  true,  she 
will  then  have  only  a  count,  and  no  royal 
blood;    yet  I  will,   as   a  further  inducement. 
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inform  her  tliat  one  of  my  ancestors  wore  a 


crown." 
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Scoff  not  so  dreadfully,"  said  the  manager. 
"  How  easily  may  you  yourself  be  a  party  to  the 
catastrophe;  with  such  matters  we  ought  not 
to  joke.  Besides,  last  night  I  dreamed  I  saw 
a  funeral  procession  by  torch-light,  as  at  the 
burial  of  a  prince." 

"  A  dreadful  vision,  good  Sir,"  said  the  baron, 
smiling.  "  You  had  perhaps  drunk  an  unusual 
quantity  before  retiring  to  rest.  But,  joking 
aside,  what  is  more  natural  than  that  one  who 
passes  his  whole  day  conjuring  up  ghostly 
fancies,  should  be  Visited  at  night  by  consistent 
dreams?" 

But  the  old  man  was  not  to  be  talked  out  of 
Lis  seriousness.  ^^  Just  you,  honoured  Sir,  ought 
not  to  make  sport  of  this  matter.  I  never  saw 
you  in  my  life  before  you  visited  me  with  the 
count,  and  yet  we  walked  together  last  night 
in  the  procession — you  wept  bitterly." 

** Still  better!    You  are  a  lively  dreamer. 
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good  Sir ;  eo  I  came  here  to  have  the  honcnaj 
of  waiting  ahout  with  you  in  tlreams." 

"  Let  us  drop  the  subject,"  answered  the 
old  man;  "what  must  happen,  will  happen; 
we  may  perhaps  hereafter  wish  the  whole  i 
dieam.  But  the  object  of  my  visit  is 
you  to  the  rehearsal.  You  have  been  i 
generous  to  us,  that  I  shall  feel  a  pleasure  i 
prosenting  you  to  the  new  actress." 

The  friends  joyfully  accepted  the  invite 
The  count  seemed,  as  usual,  to  repent  hu 
former  warmth;  and  this  disti-action  came  as 
an  opportune  and  welcome  relief.  The  banm 
also  was  not  sorry  to  escape  an  explanatioB 
with  his  fiiend,  for  which  he  scarce  knew  wh; 
he  felt  an  unaccountable  reluctance. 


And  fi-om  that  hour  the  count  evinced  i 
desii'c  to  touch  the  same  string ;  he  appear 
indeed,  now  and  then  abstracted,  nay,  at  timc^ 
of  deep    sorrow    retmued;    but   never  agai 
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brouglit  him  to  tlie  briiik  of  tlie  fearful  con- 
fession whicli,  at  the  moment  of  the  entrance 
of  the  manager  of  the  theatre,  trembled  on  his 
lips.     He  became  closer  than  usual.     Indeed, 
days  now  frequently  passed  over,  without  the 
Mends  meeting  at  all.     The  buisiness  which 
had  called  the  baron  to  the  town,  allowed  him 
but  few  hours  leisure,  and  these  the  count  spent 
at  the  theatre ;  for  whether  he  delighted  in  the 
amusement  itself,  or  was  anxious  about  the  due 
performance  of  the  favourite  opera  of  his  lady- 
love, he  was  present  at  every  reheaisal.     His 
correct  judgment,  his  extensive  knowledge,  his 
fine  taste,   insensibly   improved   many  things 
which  would  otherwise  have  escaped  even  the 
critical  eye  and  ear  of  the  venerable  manager ; 
and  so  greatly  did  the  count  arrest  the  atten- 
tion, and  the  music  begidle  the  spirits  of  the 
good  old  man,  that  he  often  forgot  the  dark 
forebodings  which  troubled  his  soul. 

Thus  was  Othello  brought  to  a  perfection 
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which  in  the  beginning  had  not  been  anti- 
cipated ;  and  on  account  of  the  length  of  time 
which  had  elapsed  since  its  representation,  the 
opera  might  be  said  to  be  new,  not  only  to  the 
public,  but  also  to  the  singers.  No  wonder, 
then,  they  exerted  their  utmost  endeavours  to 
fulfil  the  great  expectations  entertained;  and 
that  the  day  was  looked  forward  to  with 
pleasure  which  was  once  more  to  introduce  the 
Moor  of  Venice  on  the  stage. 

There  were  also  two  other  circumstances 
calculated  to  awaken  the  interest  of  the  pubhc. 
Mademoiselle  Fanutti  had  obtained  great  fame, 
and  every  one  was  anxious  to  see  her  repre- 
sentation of  the  character  of  Desdemona,  a 
character  demanding  high  tragic  as  well  as 
vocal  powers;  and  then  the  various  reports 
respecting  the  extraordinary  consequences 
which  ever  followed  the  performance  of 
Othello.  The  old  amused  themselves  by 
relating  the  matter,  the  young  by  repeating  it 
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— exaggerating,  doubling,  while  some  half- 
expected  that  the  devil  himself  would  conde- 
scend to  personate  the  moor. 

Baron  Laurun  had  opportunities  to  hear 
these  matters  discussed  in  many  places;  but 
it  appeared  to  him  somewhat  remarkable  that 
at  court,  where  he  often  spent  his  evening,  the 
approaching  performance  was  never  alluded 
to.  Once  only  the  princess  said  to  him,  ^^  We 
have  at  last  succeeded  in  obtaining  the  per- 
formance of  Othello,  and  our  thanks  are  due 
to  your  Feathered- Aunt  and  the  diplomatic 
threat  of  the  count.  With  what  pleasui*e  I 
anticipate  the  day!  I  shall  hear  my  Desde- 
mona's  song :  when  I  die,  it  shall  be  my  swan- 
dii-ge." 

*^Are  these  forebodings?"  thought  the 
baron ;  for  the  words,  he  knew  not  wherefore, 
sounded  heavily  and  significantly  on  his  ears — 
the  tale  of  the  murdered  actress — the  fears  of 
the  old  manager — ^his  dreams  of  funerals,  and 
this  swan-dirge.     He  gazed  after  the  fair  and 
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lovely  creature,  as,  with  a  countenance  beaming 
with  joy  and  kindness — ^like  the  "girl  from 
afai,"  in  Schiller'a  beautirnl  ballad — she  gUded 
through  the  lighted  saloons,  offering  to  each  a 
gift ;  to  one  a  smile,  to  another  a  friendly  word. 
"  If  fate  should  again  have  it  so — if  site  should 
die?"  and  he  ridiculed  Imnself,  wondering 
how  such  fallacies  could  enter  into  his  mind. 
He  sought  in  vain,  however,  to  dissipate  the 
phantoms  which  filled  his  imagination ;  they 
kept  continually  recurring,  surprised  him  in 
the  midst  of  the  most  foreign  remarks  and 
objects,  and  ever  and  anon  it  seemed  to  bjm  as 
if  a  soft  voice  whispered  in  his  ear,  "  If  I  die, 
it  shall  be  my  swan-dirge." 

The  day  at  length  arrived,  and  with  it  a 
peculiar  circumstance.  The  baron,  the  count, 
and  a  number  of  officers  had  ridden  out  to- 
gether, and  on  their  return  were  surprised  by 
a  smart  shower  of  rain,  which  wetted  them  to 
the  skin.  The  count's  residence  being  situated 
near  the  gate  of  the  town,  he  invited  llie  baron 
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to  enter  and  change  his  di-ess.  This  being 
hastily  accomplished,  the  baron  immediately 
issued  forth  for  his  own  lodgings,  covered  with 
a  hat  and  cloak  belonging  to  the  count.  As 
he  descended  the  streets,  some  one  seemed 
perpetually  to  dog  his  steps.  He  remarked  it 
for  some  time,  then  suddenly  halted,  turned, 
and  met  the  figure  of  a  tall,  thin  man  in  a 
thread-bare  coat.  *^  This  is  for  you,  Sir ! "  said 
the  man,  with  a  sepulchral  voice  and  piercing 
look,  pressing  a  small  note  into  the  hand  of 
the  astonished  baron;  and  then,  doubling  a 
sharp  angle  of  the  street,  he  at  once  disap- 
peared. The  baron  could  not  conceive  whence 
so  mysterious  a  messenger  could  come  to  him, 
in  a  place  where  he  was  so  entirely  a  stranger. 
He  examined  the  billet  on  all  sides ;  the  paper 
was  fine,  carefully  folded,  sealed  with  a  beauti- 
ful cameo,  but  bearing  no  address.  ^^Some 
joke,"  thought  he,  carelessly  opening  it  in  the 
street.  He  read  and  became  attentive ;  he 
read  further  and  turned  pale;  then,  thrusting 
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the  note  into  his  pocket,  hurried  away  to  his 
lodgings. 

It  being  already  twilight  in  the  street,  he 
fancied  he  might  not  have  read  correctly ;  but, 
alas !  by  the  clear  beam  of  his  lamp,  the  follow- 
ing words  remained  threatening  on  the  paper : 
"  Miserable !  thou  canst   leave    thy  wife  and 
children  to  pine  in  misery  afar,  whilst  thou 
appearest  to  the  world  in  magnificence.     What 
dost  thou  here  ?    Wilt  thou  insult  an  illustrious 
house,    and  render    one    of  its    daughters   as 
unhappy  as  thou  hast  made  thy  wife  ?     Fly ! 
In  the  hour  thou  readest  this,  Pr.  Sp.  will  no 
longer    be    in    ignorance    of    thy    disgraceful 
treachery." 

The  baron  doubted  not  for  an  instant  that 
these  lines  were  addressed  to  the  count,  and 
had  been  accidentally  put  into  his  hands, 
perhaps  because  he  had  crossed  the  streets  in 
his  friend's  hat  and  cloak.  Now  were  those 
bursts  of  despair  at  once  explained  ;  they  were 
the   burnings   of   self-reproach  and  contempt, 
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tearing  aside  the  brilliant  veil  with  which  he 
endeavoured  to  cover  his  treacherous  game. 
Laurun's  eye  again  fell  on  the  lines  in  his 
hand.  The  letters  "  Pr.  Sp."  could  allude  to 
no  other  than  the  beautiful  creature  whom  the 
reckless  betrayer  had  drawn  into  his  snare. 
The  baron  was  a  man  of  strong,  cool,  and 
calculating  understanding,  of  a  consistent 
mind;  he  seldom  or  never  permitted  himself 
to  be  betrayed  into  passion,  but  now  he  was  no 
longer  master  of  his  temper.  Eage  and  con- 
tempt warred  alternately  in  his  soul.  He  en- 
deavoured to  force  himself  to  view  the  affair  in 
a  milder  aspect — to  excuse  the  count  by  reason 
of  his  character,  his  unbounded  waywardness ; 
but  the  thought  of  Sophie — a  glance  at  the 
words  "  wife  and  children,"  drove  away  every 
palliating  idea,  and  anger  roared  like  a  torrent 
in  his  soul !  Yes,  there  were  moments  when 
his  hand  grasped  convulsedly  at  the  pistols 
hanging  on  the  wall,  in  order  at  once  to  chastise 
the  wretched   Pole.      But  contempt  did  that 
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whicli  the  milder  promptings  of  Ms  nature  were  J 
unable  to  effect  "  He  must  away  this  hour,"'! 
ciied  he.  "  The  unhappy  girl  he  has  deceii-ed.  I 
must  never  know  to  what  a  wretch  she  gavft  J 
her  first  love ;  she  shall  weep  foi-  and  f 
him — to  be  forced  to  despise,  might  destn 
her."  He  put  these  thoughts  hastily  to  paperfJ 
threw  a  larger  sum  than  he  could  well  sparftJ 
together,  inclosed  the  fatal  letter,  and  sent  theml 
by  his  valet  to  the  count. 

The  hour  of  the  theatre  aiTived.     How  wil- 
lingly had   the  baron    shut  himself  Irom  all 
society ;  but  he  felt  it  due  to  the  princess  if 
poBsihle  to  avert  the  threatened  exposure.     H«^ 
revolved  every  expedient  in  his  mind  how  t 
effect  this  desired  object,  but  he  could  hit  c 
no,  other  means  than  persuading  her  on  no  a 
count  to  receive  a  note  from  unknown 
He  threw  on  his  cloak,  and  waa  about  to  leaTq 
the   room,   when   his    servant   returned    witi 
the  pai-cel  unopened. 

"His    excellency  has  just  left  town," 
the  niau. 


OTHELLO.  175 

^^Has  left  town?"  cried  the  baron.     *^ Ira- 
possible  !  '* 

**  His  chasseur  is  here  with  a  letter  for  you.'* 
'^Let  him  come  in,"  said  the  baron;  and  the 
man  was  ushered  into  the  room,  who,  with  tears 
in  his  eyes,  presented  the  letter.  The  baron 
tore  it  open,  and  read  as  follows :  "  Farewell, 
for  ever !  The  note,  which  I  have  just  learned 
has  fallen  into  your  hands,  will  explain  my 
abrapt  departure.  WiU  a  comrade  of  six 
campaigns  spare  a  beloved  lady  the  pain  of 
hearing  my  name  cried  down  in  the  public 
papers?  Will  he  provide  for  the  few  debts 
which  I  shall  be  unable  to  pay  ?" 

*' When  did  he  set  off?"  inquired  the  baron. 
"A  quarter  of  an  hour  ago." 
''Were  you  aware  of  his  departure  ?" 
''No, Baron!  I  think  his  excellency  did  not 
know  of  it  himself  this  afternoon,  for  he  in- 
tended going  to  the  theatre.    About  five  o'clock 
the  count  walked  out,  and  ordered  me  to  follow 
him,  when  he  was  accosted  by  a  tall,  thin  man. 
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who  started  on  seeing  him.  This  person  came 
up  to  my  master,  and  whispered  something  in 
his  ear.  His  information  coxild  not  have  been 
good,  for  the  count  became  pale  and  trembled, 
returned  immediately  home,  sent  for  post 
horses,  and  ordering  me  quickly  to  pack  up  two 
trunks,  sent  his  travelling  carriage  forward, 
told  me  to  call  on  you  for  the  payment  of 
his  bills,  and  departed,  I  believe,  for  ever." 

The  baron  heard  all  in  silence ;  and,  ordering 
the  chasseur  to  return  the  next  morning,  drove 
to  the  theatre.  The  overture  had  already  com- 
menced ;  he  threw  himself  down  on  a  seat 
which  commanded  a  view  of  their  highness's 
box.  In  all  the  adornment  of  her  natural 
beauty  and  grace,  sat  Princess  Sophie  by  her 
mother's  side.  Her  eye  beamed  with  joy,  a 
serenity  rested  on  her  forehead,  a  sweet  smile 
played  about  her  mouth.  She  had  obtained 
her  desire ;  it  was  Othello  which  had  filled  the 
house.  She  raised  her  lorgnette,  as  if  anxiously 
looking   for   some  one    among  the   spectators. 
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Unsuspicious  heart !  it  beats  in  vain  !  thy  affec- 
tionate glances  will  never  more  meet  his  !  thine 
ear  listens  vainly  for  his  footstep  in  the  cor- 
ridor !  vainly  thou  bendest  thy  beautiful  neck  ! 
the  door  will  not  open — ^his  tall,  commanding 
form  will  never  approach  thee  more  ! 

The  glass  was  lowered ;  a  light  cloud  of  dis- 
appointment gathered  beneath  her  blond  locks  ; 
her  arched  eye-brows  slightly  contracted ;  her 
fine  silken  eye-lashes  descended  like  a  pellucid 
cm*tain,  and  her  delicate  white  hand  sketched 
characters  on  the  border  of  the  box.  Is  it  his 
name,  she  traces  before  her  ?  how  soon,  perhaps, 
will  she  curse  the  man  who  now  occupies  her 
soul ! 

As  the  baron  regarded  this  beautiful  picture, 
tears  involuntarily  started  in  his  eyes.  ^^She 
dreams  not  of  the  dreadful  news  that  awaits 
her!"  thought  he;  "but  never,  never  shall 
she  know  what  a  wretch  she  has  loved  1"  His 
heart  sickened  when  he  thought  on  the  miser- 
able Pole;   he    closed  his    eyes,   cursed   the 
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inconstancy  and  wealtnesa  of  human  nature, 
vhich  could  thus,  out  of  an  otherwise  exalted, 
capacious,  and  brave  heart,  mould  a  di&lio- 
nonrable  and  treaclierous  man. 

The  baron  has  often  admitted,  Uiat  the  mo&t 
terrible  moment  of  his  life  waa  the  one  wlten, 
after  the   first  act  of  Othello  had   ended, 
entered  their  highness'a  box.     He  felt  a 
he   had  himself  outraged  the  feelings   of 
princess— as   if  he  were  about  to   break  her 
heart.     The  idea  was  insupportable  ;  to  see  her 
before  him  so  uususpitious,  so  fiill  of  expecta- 
tion, and  yet  to  know  what  nameless  niiseiy 
awaited  her !     He  entered ;  her  eye  imm< 
ately  rested  upon  him,  for  she  had  often 
them  towards  the  door.     She  impatiently  ot< 
looked  a  prince  and  two  generals,  who  w< 
approaching  her,  and  motioned  the  baron  to 
her.  "We  have  Othello  now,"  said  she.    "Are 
yon  not  happy  !     Yet  one  of  onr  conspirat 
is   absent,"  whispered  she,   slightly   blus^ 
"  The  count  is  no  doubt   beliind   the  seem 
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superintending  the  whole  arrangements,  in 
order  to  deserve  warm  thanks,  if  everything 
be  well  done." 

*^  Pardon  me,  your  highness,"  answered  the 
baron,  labouring  with  difficulty  to  collect  him- 
self, "the  count  has  suddenly  been  called  hence 
for  a  few  days." 

Sophie  turned  pale.  "He  is  not  in  the  theatre, 
then?  Where  could  his  affairs  so  unexpect- 
edly call  him?  O,  you  are  only  jesting;  do 
you  tbinV  he  would  have  departed  so  abruptly 
without  previously  asking  permission  ?  No,  no, 
Baxon!  but  this  explains  why  I  received  a 
note  so  mysteriously  this  evening." 

The  baron  was  so  overpowered  as  to  be  obliged 
to  support  himself  at  the  nearest  chair.  "A 
note!"  said  he,  with  agitated  voice,  a  dreadful 
suspicion  rising  in  his  mind. 

"Yes,  a  neat  little  billet,"  said  she,  show- 
ijig  the  comer  of  the  paper  from  under  her 
broad  bracelet ;  "  a  note  that  was  put  into  my 
hands  in  the  most  mysterious  manner  possible. 
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I  see  by  your  countenance  you  are  in  the 
secret :  I  have  not  yet  had  an  opportunity  to 
open  it ;  but " 

'^  For  heaven's  sake,  I  beseech  your  highness 
to  give  me  that  note ;  it  is  not  even  addi'cssed  to 
you ;  it  has  fallen  by  mistake  into  your  hands." 

"  Indeed !  so  much  the  better :  on  no  account 
can  I  consent  to  transfer  it  to  you ;  it  will  explain 
certain  people's  secrets ;  for  at  all  events  it  was 
addressed  to  a  lady — this  really  is  excellent." 

The  baron  would  have  again  requested  and  en- 
treated, but  the  prince  intruded  himself,  and  the 
two  generals  broke  in  with  questions  and  news ; 
he  was  therefore  forced  to  give  place,  and  re- 
turned to  his  box,  haunted  by  dreadful  fears,  his 
mind  convinced  of  the  certainty  of  an  approach- 
ing misfortune.  He  covered  his  eyes  to  hide 
the  yet  happy  face  from  his  view,  but  could 
not  refrain  from  gazing  on  her  again  and  again. 

The  brilliants  on  her  bracelets  threw  out  a 
thousand  lights,  whose  sportive  beams  darted  as 
many   arrows  to  his  heai't.     "What  grief  do 
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those  diamonds  encircle!  Alas,  when  in  her 
chamber  she  imlooses  those  bands !  as  her  pnlse 
beats  on  those  wiblessed  lines,  so  does  her  pure 
heart  for  her  love — ^will  not  both  stand  still  when 
the  seal  is  broken,  and  those  unforcboding  eyes 
fall  on  the  feai-ful  tidings  ?" 

Desdemona  touched  her  harp :  the  sorrowful 
tones  murmured  through  the  house;  she  sang 
her  swan-dirge.  How  wonderfully  did  the  me- 
lancholy notes  enter  every  bosom,  so  simple  is 
this  song,  and  yet  so  full  of  tragic  effect !  Every 
one  afraid,  distressed,  knowing  what  a  dreadful 
fate  awaited  the  songstress ;  it  seemed  as  if  the 
tread  of  the  murderer  was  heard  in  the  distance, 
as  if  the  unavertable  power  of  fate  advanced 
nearer  and  nearer,  like  the  wings  of  approach- 
ing death.  She  dreamed  not  of  danger :  tender, 
tmsuspicious  as  a  child,  she  sat  at  her  harp  and 
sang.  Heaviness,  indeed,  she  knew  not  where- 
fore, vibrated  in  her  strains,  and  came  flowing 
out  of  that  full  warm  bosom,  to  pierce  which  the 
steel  was  already  sharpened.     In  her  song  she 
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poured  out  lovc-greetingB  for  him  who  wm 
destroy  her ;   she   eeems  inviting  him   to 
arms — and  he  will  not  tarry ;  he  hastens  to  h( 
destruction ;  she  prays  for  him  ivho  curses  her.' 

The  baron  divided  his  regards  between 
actress  and  the  princess.      Sophie  listened 
her  favourite  song  with  melancholy  attention ;  h 
tear  trembled  in  her  eyes ;  she  was  imconsciously 
weeping  for  her  otrn  fate ;  the  tones  of  the  in- 
strument floated  around.     Sophie  gazed  before 
her  thoughtfully  and  dreainingly.      "When 
die,  it  shall  be  my  swan-dirge,"  sounded  in 
baron's  ear :    "  Verily,  she  hath  spoken  truly, 
said  he  to  himself;   "it  is   the   dirge   of 
happiness." 

OtheDo  entered.  Sophie's  attention  was  no 
longer  directed  to  the  opera,  she  looked  at  her 
bracelet  and  began  playing  with  the  chisp ;  a  smile 
by  degrees  chased  her  melancholy  away,  and  her 
eye  wandered  towards  the  spot  where  the  baron 
sat.  He  gazed  with  intense  anxiety,  and  beheld 
her  draw  out  the  fatal  note,  and  liide  it  in  het  . 


fore 
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handkerchief;  he  fancied  he  saw  her  break  the 
seal;  and^  no  longer  able  to  endure  the  extremity 
of  his  feelings,  he  rushed  out  of  the  box  and 
along  the  corridor.  He  knew  not  wherefore,  but 
an  unseen  power  seemed  to  drive  him  towards 
the  royal  box;'  he  was  within  a  few  steps  when 
he  heard  a  commotion  in  the  house — the  box- 
door  opened,  servants  and  maids  of  honour  hur- 
ried anxiously  past,  and,  though  his  heart  told 
him  the  cause,  he  could  not  resist  asking,  and 
received  for  answer,  that  the  "  Princess  Sophie 
had  suddenly  fainted  away." 


It  was  a  day  or  two  after  the  circumstance 
we  have  just  related,  that  Baron  Laurun  sat 
alone  in  his  room,  the  deep  gloom  on  his  brow 
telling  the  anxious  state  of  his  mind.  His  fore- 
head rested  on  his  hand,  his  face  was  pale, 
his  eyes  half  closed;  and  the  man  once  so  strong 
and  unmoved  coidd  not  repress  the  tears  which, 
ever  and  anon,  stole  over  his  eye-lashes.     With 
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a  sincere  and  fervent  sympathy,  he  brooded  over 
the  sorrows  of  the  beautiful  and  infantile  crea- 
ture, whose  love  had  met  with  so  undeserved 
a  fate,  whose  tender  heart  had  encountered  so 
rude  a  shock.  Unconquerable  bitterness  min- 
gled with  these  sad  reflections  :  his  old  comrade 
in  ai'ms,  once  so  brave  a  soldier,  a  meteor  in  tlic 
horizon  of  honour,  to  have  thus  become  a  miser- 
able and  dishonourable  wretch,  who,  without 
even  the  distant  expectation  of  a  diflerent  result, 
had,  with  all  the  arts  of  love,  taken  captive  the 
unguarded  heart  of  a  maiden,  scarce  opened 
from  the  bud  of  childhood!  At  the  moment 
wc  are  speaking,  he  was  more  than  ever  sunk 
in  such  reflections ;  for  he  had  that  dav  returned 
from  the  palace,  where  an  old  dame  iChonneur 
had  sent  for  liim ;  had  unreservedly  disclosed 
to  him  the  sad  state  of  the  princess's  health ;  and 
that  the  physician  gave  but  little  hopes  of  her  re- 
covery, declaring  her  malady  to  be  an  attacque 
de  ncrfs :  and  further,  that  her  highness  had  dis- 
closed all  to  lier,  and,  with  an  urgency  bordering 
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on  despair,  had  desired  to  be  allowed  a  secret 
interview  with  him.  The  lady  well  knew  how 
much  the  request  was  contrary  to  etiquette; 
but,  being  unable  to  withstand  the  importunities 
of  the  sorrowing  girl,  had  been  induced  to  break 
through  the  strict  rules  of  her  duty,  and  inyite 
him,  under  her  guidance,  to  visit  the  patient. 

Though  aware  it  was  out  of  his  power  to  ad- 
minister consolation,  the  baron  could  not  refuse 
to  see  her,  for  he  felt  how  unconquerable  must 
be  the  desire,  under  such  circumstances,  to  com- 
municate with  one  so  intimately  blended  in  the 
whole  affair.  But  what  could  he  say  ?  was  it  not 
to  be  feared  that  he  should  himself  be  so  over- 
powered by  his  ovm  feelings  as  to  become  to 
her  anything  rather  than  the  harbinger  of  peace. 
He  was  awaked  from  his  reverie  by  the  in- 
formation, that  the  maid  of  honour  was  waiting 
in  her  carriage  before  the  house ;  when,  draw- 
ing on  his  cloak,  he  placed  himself  in  silence 
by  her  side. 

"  You  will  find  the  princess  very  ill,"  said  the 
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lady,  in  tears ;  "  I  give  up  all  hope,  nor  can  I 
anticipate  any  advantnge  to  her,  in  this  commii- 
nicatiou  with  you.  If  you  cannot  offer  consola- 
tion, she  will  escape  us  like  a  lamp  which  has 
no  oil  to  feed  its  flame :  and,  were  it  in  yonr 
power  to  give  lier  hope,  I  had  almost  rather  see 
her  die,  than  thus  bring  shame  on  her  house." 

"Then  I  am  a  messenger  of  death,"  said 
the  baron,  smiling  bitterly.  "  Does  any  one  of 
the  family  know  the  cause  of  her  sickness  ?" 

"As  I  informed  you,  the  whole  family,  court, 
and  town,  only  suppose  that  she  caught  cold; 
the  foolish  people  bring  the  fatal  opera  into 
accoiuit,  believing  lier  another  offering  to  the 
insatiable  moor.  "What  we  know,  no  other 
knows.  There  are  Jadics  who  suspected  it 
earlier,  but  knew  nothing  certain." 

"And  yet  I  fear,"  replied  the  baron,  fixing 
a  piercing  look  on  the  lady  by  his  side,  "  sho  Is 
sacrificed  to  a  very  unpardonable  imprudence. 
This  connexion  was  suspected,  searched  into. 
and  ascertained ;   an  attempt  made  to  effect  a 
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separation;  the  situation  of  the  count  indus- 
triously traced  out " 

"Do  you  think  so?"  interrupted  the  lady, 
pale,  and  with  trembling  voice,  vainly  endea- 
vouring to  endure  the  baron's  look. 

*^Yes,  the  circumstances  were  traced  out," 
continued  the  baron,  without  noticing  the  inter- 
ruption; "an  attempt  was  made  to  scare  him 
away  by  threatening  a  disclosure  of  his  mar- 
ziage,  and  thus  far  I  object  not  to  the  course 
pursued;  such  a  wretch  does  not  deserve  milder 
treatment.  But  they  went  further :  anxious  at 
one  swoop  to  cure  the  lady  of  her  love,  she 
"W^s  made  acquainted  with  everythmg,  in  the 
belief  that  she  would  forget  everything  by 
the  next  morning;  here  they  calculated  on  the 
nerves  of  a  dragoon,  not  those  of  a  tender- 
hearted, innocent  girl." 

"I  must  beg  to  remind  you,"  answered  the 
lady,  resuming  her  coolness,  and  with  a  slight 
curl  of  the  lip,  "  that  this  tender-hearted  girl  is  a 
princess,  educated  to  look  above  such  matters. 
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If,  indeed,  such  a  plan  was  in  contemplatdoDj 
I  cannot  blamo  ita  conceivers :  tliey  acted 
cleverly." 

"  And  your  object  is  attained — she  will  die." 

"  "What  object?    I  must  beg — ■" 

"Oh!"  said  the  baron,  indifferently,  "I  did 
not  allude  to  you  in  particular ;  I  speak  of 
the  elevcr  conceivers  and  adroit  executors  of 
this  plan." 

The  lady  bit  her  lips,  and  was  silent.  But 
they  had  now  reached  one  of  the  side-doors 
of  the  palace ;  an  old  domestic  led  them 
through  a  labyrinth  of  corridors  and  stair- 
cases; at  length  the  passages  became  broader 
and  more  elegant,  and  the  baron  perceived  that 
they  had  reached   the  inhabited  parts  of  the 
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After  a  quarter  of  an  hour  of  death-like 
duration,  the  old  lady  returned.  She  informed 
him,  that  it  was  the  express  desire  of  the  patient 
to  speak  with  him  alone,  but  that  she  herself 
should  remain  outside  the  door  where  nothing 
could  be  heard,  unless  they  spoke  too  loudly; 
and  that  their  interview  must  not  continue 
longer  than  a  quarter  of  an  hour.  The  baron 
entered.  The  elegant  chamber,  vnth  its  shining 
tapestry  and  golden  pannels,  rich  drapciy,  and 
motley-coloured  carpet,  oppressed  his  eyes,  for 
the  spirit  loves  not  to  behold  a  suffering  heart, 
a  sickly  fi*ame,  surrounded  by  the  glimmer  of 
grandeur.  How  great  was  the  contrast  be- 
tween the  brilliant  trappings  of  that  chamber, 
and  " la  crkatura  bella  e  bianca  vestita^'*  who 
reclined  on  the  gorgeous  ottoman  before  him ! 

The  impression  which  her  countenance,  her 
form,  her  whole  appearance,  had  at  first  made 
upon  him,  returned  even  here.  It  was  her 
simple,  unadorned  beauty,  her  natural  majesty, 
hid  behind  the  enchantment  of  childlike  amia- 


bility,  which  had  fbrraerljr  attracted  bis  atten- 
tion. Then,  indeed,  was  he  dazzled  hj  the 
light  of  her  freah  youthful  colour,  the  vivid 
flash  of  her  eye,  the  winning  graceful  snule 
wUch  hovered  about  her  rosy  lips  ;  now  a 
night-frost  had  nipped  the  bad,  but  the  trans- 
parent paleness  of  her  cheek,  the  uncomplaining 
nvtlancholy  of  her  expressive  eye,  the  lines  of 
her  mouth  which  no  longer  played  in  cheer- 
fulness, imparted  an  equal,  if  not  more  exalted 
beauty  and  dangerous  enchantment.  The 
baron  arrested  his  footsteps  while  yet  some 
paces  distant,  and  regarded  her  with  deep 
emotion.  She  motioned  him  to  advance,  and 
spoke ;  her  voice  had  lost  its  metallic  clearness, 
bat  those  gentle  tones  were  still  more  deeply 
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the  evening  Othello  was  performed,  I  spoke  to 
you  about  a  note  some  stranger  had  put  into 
my  hand-r-you  requested  me  more  than  once  to 
give  it  unopened  to  you — why  did  you  do  so  ?" 
"Because  I  suspected  its  contents." 
"Indeed!"  cried  the  princess,  and  a  tear 
stole  down  her  pale  cheek.  "I  deemed  you, 
£rom  the  first  moment  I  saw  you,  a  man  of 
honour.  If  you  knew  how  the  count  was 
dtuated,  why  did  you  not  remove  him  earlier 
—why  not  spare  me  the  pain  of  being  forced 
to  despise  him?" 

'^By  everything  that  is  holy — ^by  my  honour ! " 
answered  the  baron,  "  do  I  asstire  you  that,  but 
one  hour  before  I  entered  your  highness's  box 
that  ill-starred  evening,  had  I,  by  a  paper  put 
by  mistake  into  mine  instead  of  the  count's 
hand,  become  aware  of  the  circumstance.  I 
immediately  sought  to  communicate  with  him ; 
but  he  had  heard  the  affair,  and  was  gone. 
From  the  contents  of  the  note  I  had  received, 
I  dreaded  that  you  would  not  be  spared.    I 
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TUDly  endeaToured  to  perstwde  yoor  bighness 
to  pire  me  the  note." 

"Do  you  believe  this?"  said  she,  her  tears 
falling  faster.  "  Ah !  it  is  hut  the  stratagem  of 
certain  people  to  rcmoTC  him  from  me.  Read 
this  note — it  is  the  one  I  received— and  ac- 
knowledge it  to  contain  a  calumny." 

The  haron  read  as  follo-ws :  "  Count  Z.  is 
married.  His  lady  lives  in  Avignon — three 
infant  children  iveep  for  their  father.  Shall  an 
illustrious  lady  possess  so  little  honour,  so  little 
pity,  as  to  detain  him  letter  from  these  ties?" 
It  had  the  same  handwiiting,  the  same  seal,  as 
the  note  ho  had  received.  He  ventured  not 
to  raise  his  eye  from  the  paper ;  he  knew  not 
■what  answer  to  make ;  his  ideas  of  truth  did 
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sity,  I  broke  the  seal — ^the  dreadful  words  *lady,* 
^ father^  like  a  voice  from  the  judgment,  so 
overpowered  me,  that  my  senses  forsook  me. 
I  became  very  ill  and  wretched ;  but,  whenever 
I  feel  better,  my  hopes  revive  also.  No ;  I 
believe  Zronievsky  cannot  be  so  wicked ;  he 
cannot  have  so  fearfully  deceived  me.  Only 
smile.  Baron,  one  cheerful  look !  I  allow  you — 
yes — ^you  may  ridicule  me  for  letting  those 
lines  so  entirely  overcome  me !  But  it  is  not 
so— you  do  not  believe  it — the  whole  tale  is 
false — is  a  calumny !" 

The  baron  was  beside  himself.  What  could 
he  say?  She  hung  so  full  of  expectation  on 
his  lips !  It  was  as  if  one  word  from  him 
could  bring  her  back  again  to  life.  Her  eye 
beamed;  that  beautiftil  smile  reappeared  like 
a  sunbeam  on  her  lovely  features ;  she  listened 
as  to  the  message  of  a  good  angel.  But  he 
answered  not ;  he  gazed  darkly  on  the  ground ; 
and  then  did  that  beam  by  degrees  die  away. 
Her  eye  fell — ^her  little  mouth  became  pain- 
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fully  compressed — the  timid  rose  which  had  for 
a  moment  coloured  her  cheeic,  fled — she  snnlt 
her  forehead  in  her  dehcate  hand,  and  wept. 

"  I  perceive,"  said  she,  after  in  some  mcasiue 
rccoyering  her  cahnness,  "you  axe  too  noble 
to  flatter  me  with  hopes  that  can  never  be 
realized.  I  thank  yon,  even  for  this  horrid 
certainty  J  it  is  ever  preferable  to  the  un- 
balanced hovering  between  soitow  and  joy. 
And  now,  my  fiiend,  take  this  casket — se^  to 
give  it  him ;  it  contains  many  things  once  dew 
to  me.  But  no ;  leave  it  a  few  days — ^I  irill 
send  it  when  I  no  longer  want  it.  I  fed," 
continued  she,  nAev  a  pause,  "  that  I  shall  not 
live  long  :  I  am  certainly  not  superstitious,  but 
why  fall  sick  just  after  this  fatal  opera  ?" 

"  I  did  not  anticipate,"  eaid  the  baron,  "  that 
Buch  a  thought  would  even  for  a  moment  have 
disturbed  your  highnesB." 

"  You  are  right — it  ie  foohsh  of  me ;  hut 
the  night  I  was  brought  home  ill  out  of  the 
theatic,    I    dreamed   I  ehould   die.      A  dark 
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earnest  lady  approached  me  with  a  pillow  of 
red  silk,  covered  me  with  it,  and  pressed  it  on 
me  closer  and  closer.  Then  suddenly  my  great 
imcle,  Drike  Nepomuck,  looking  just  as  he 
hangs  painted  in  the  gallery,  came  and  liberated 
me  from  the  suffocating  pressure,  and  the  most 
remarkable  of  all  is — " 

''Well?"  demanded  the  baron,  smiling; 
*'what  did  the  duke  with  Desdemona?" 

The  princess  was  astonished.  "How  do 
you  know  the  lady  was  Desdemona  ?  I  entreat 
you — ^how  do  you  know  this  ?" 

The  baron  was  for  a  moment  embarrassed: 
'*What  is  more  natural  than  that  you  should 
dream  of  Desdemona,  whom  you  saw  die  the 
evening  before  ?" 

"Curious,  that  the  same  idea  should  strike 
you!  But  the  most  remarkable  part  is  that  I 
awoke  as  the  duke  liberated  me;  I  awoke 
reaUy,  and  saw  the  lady,  with  the  pillow  under 
her  arm,  retreat  slowly  out  of  the  room !    Yes- 
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ter-eren,  when  I  sent  for  my  harp  and  played 
my  favourite  song,  the  door  opened,  and  that 
lady  looked  into  the  room  and  beckoned  me  !** 

She  related  this  half  playfully,  half  in  earnest 
"  Baron,"  said  she,  after  a  pause,  her  coun- 
tenance recovering  its  solemn  expression: 
^^  When  I  die  you  will  not  forget  me — the  re- 
membrance of  such  a  man  is  valuable." 

^^ -Princess,"  cried  the  baron,  vainly  endea- 
vouring to  restrain  his  grief,  "remove  such 
thoughts ;  they  cannot  possibly  be  instrumental 
to  your  recovery." 

The  dame  d'honneur  appeared  at  the  door, 
and  made  a  sign  that  the  audience  must  be 
brought  to  a  close.  Sophie  reached  the  baron 
her  hand,  and  never  had  he  kissed  a  girl's  hand 
with  feelings  of  deeper  sorrow,  love,  and  re- 
verence. He  raised  his  eyes  once  more  on  that 
beautiful  countenance,  and  met  her's  which 
rested  mournfully  on  him.  The  dame  d'hon- 
neui*    approached    with   an    official    air;     the 
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baxon  rose  :  how  iinwilling  to  part,  in  the  cold 
ceremonials  of  a  court,  from  a  being  that  in  a 
few  moments  had  become  so  dear  to  him! 

"I  hope,"  said  he,  with  forced  calmness, 
**  your  highness  will  very  shortly  recover." 

**  You  hope.  Baron  !"  answered  she,  smiling 
painfully :   "farewell!  I  have  ceased  to  hopeP^ 


The  town  was  for  some  days  occupied  with 
nothing  but  the  illness  of  the  princess.  Some- 
times she  was  said  to  be  in  a  very  distressing 
state,  at  others  expectations  were  entertained 
of  her  recovery;  an  uncertainty  sufficiently 
painful  for  those  who  were  more  nearly  ac- 
quainted with  her. 

Early  one  morning  a  domestic  of  the  palace 
brought  a  casket  to  the  baron.  One  look  on 
that  well-known  object,  and  on  the  habiliments 
of  the  bearer,  sufficed  to  tell  him  that  the 
princess  was  no  more.     It  was  to  him  as  if  this 
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lovely  creature  had  been  torn  firom  him,  aid 
him  only.  He  had  sustained  munj  loBses  on 
earth,  hut  none  had  so  sensibly  affected  him,  m 
deeply  entered  into  his  soul.  He  felt  as  if  he 
had  but  one  duty  left  on  earth  to  perform — to 
fulfil  the  wishes  of  the  deceased,  and  have  the 
casket  forwarded  to  its  destination.  He  would 
have  iiii mediately  left  the  town,  burdened 
by  so  many  oppressive  recollections,  but  the 
desire  to  follow  licr  mortal  remains  to  the  grave 
retained  him;  and  when  the  solemn  knells 
sounding  from  the  vaiioua  towers,  and  the 
mourning  notes  of  distant  music,  and  the  long 
row  of  torch-bearers,  informed  him  that  Sophie 
was  being  carried  to  the  tomb, — then,  for  the 
first  time  since  the  interview  we  have  related. 
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touched  her  delicate  hand.  With  the  insignia 
of  her  high  birth  on  the  coffin,  they  lowered 
her  slowly  downwards  to  the  dust  of  her  fathers. 
The  multitude  departed,  the  attendants  extin- 
guished their  torches,  and  left  the  halls.  The 
baron  cast  one  glance  of  intense  feeling  on  the 
spot  where  she  had  disappeared,  gathered  his 
mantle  around  him,  and  departed. 

Before  him  walked,  with  trembling  and 
sliding  footsteps,  an  old  man,  who  wept  bitterly. 
"When  the  baron  came  near  he  recognised  the 
manager  of  the  theatre;  who,  on  perceiving 
him,  approached,  gazed  long,  seemed  endea- 
vouring to  collect  his  thoughts,  and  then  thus 
accosted  him :  "  Baron,  could  you  not  fancy 
we  are  di'eaming,  and  that  the  lovely  creature 
just  buried  is  yet  among  the  living  ?" 

'^  Alas  ! "  cried  the  baron,  with  an  involim- 
tajry  shudder ;  ^^  your  dream  is  fearfully  accom- 
plished. She  is  buried,  and  we  are  walking 
together  from  the  grave." 
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"Tlierefore  sliould  no  man  Bport  with  such 
matters,"  said  tlie  old  man  with  gieat  Golemni^. 
"It  is  eleven  days   to-day    since  Othello 
performed — she  died  on  the  eightli  /" 

"Chance!  chance!"  cried  the  baron.  '■'Wili 
you  even  at  such  an  awful  moment  repeat  this 
absurdity  ?  I  know  too  well  why  she  died ! 
The  iron  had  Indeed  entered  into  her  soul,  as 
the  stiletto  into  the  breast  of  Desdemona.  A 
wretch  blacker  thiin  your  Othello  broke  her 
heart.  It  is  a  mere  superstitious  foUy  to  rhjine 
her  death  and  this  opera  together." 

"Our  contention  will  not  bring  her  back 
again,"  said  the  venerable  man,  with  tears. 
"Behevo  as  you  will,  honoured  Sir,  I  shall 
note  down  her  death  in  my  opera  chronicle. 
/  bcHeve  it  was  so  ordained — tliat  it  must  have 
so  happened." 

"  No ! "  responded  the  baron,  raising  liis  voice 
almost  to  a  pitch  of  anger.  "  No  nnist  not — 
one  word   from   me   had  perhaps   saved   her. 
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For  God's  sake^  leave  your  Othello  out  of  the 
question.  It  is  chance,  old  man — I  will  have 
it  so — ^it  is  chance." 

"  With  your  permission,  there  is  no  chance — 
I  admit  only  of  Providence;  but  I  have  the 
honour  to  wish  you  good  evening,  for  here  is 
my  house.  Baron,"  continued  the  old  man, 
deeply  moved,  and  pressing  the  cold  hand 
offered  him,  "  I  wish  not  to  force  my  opinions 
rudely  upon  you — but  the  fact  is  so — she  died 
eight  days  after  Othello  /" 
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The  streets  of  the  western  part  of  Avignon 
were  deserted  and  lonely.  It  is  a  division  of 
the  town  containing  many  monastic  buildings, 
with  their  quiet  extensive  gai-dens,  as  weU  as 
churches  of  the  most  various  styles  of  archi- 
tecture, to  which  are  annexed  the  cemeteries 
of  peace,  filled  with  monuments  of  departed 
generations.  The  stranger  would  be  reminded 
of  the  solemn  character  of  the  streets  of 
Madrid — if  acquainted  with  that  city — and  his 
thoughts  involimtarily  assume  a  melancholy 
tinge;  for  the  soul  clings  to  pictures  of  the 
past,  and  gazes  with  deep  feeling  on  the 
marble  that  covers  the  seeds  of  the  future,  and 
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upon    the    lofty    cburctcs,    preachin; 
iminortality  of  man. 

Whoever  Tisits  tlila  place  of  quietude,  as  4 
solitary  being,  comes  not  to  summon  thi 
spirits  of  those  who  have  here  found  thdr 
last  resting-place ;  but  flying  from  the  turmoil 
of  the  world,  to  find,  as  it  were,  liimself— 
commune  with  his  stricken  heart  on  the  sul 
ject  of  its  sorrows,  and  to  pour  the  bahn  1 
consolatiou  into  its  wounds.  He 
longing  eyee  upwards  to  the  Physician  of  t] 
soul,  who  for  the  healing  of  his  pains  stretc 
out  a  hand  filled  with  the  oil  of  subm 
of  firmness,  and  of  faith;  he  looks  on  ! 
remembers  the  martyr-pains  of  his  death,  t 
bitter  cup  he  emptied  to  the  last  drop,  and  ii 
comforted. 

I   had  one    day   visited    this    part    of 
Avignon,     and,    blessed    and    consoled, 
bending    my  steps  back    again   to  the    t 
populated    and     busy    portion    of   th«    tow 
The    Bun   had  nearly  run    his    daily    com 
and,  as  from  under  long    eye-lashes   : 
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slumber,  threw  liis  last  beams  over  each  roof 
and  dome.  As  I  now  entered  a  street  which, 
on  account  of  its  lofiy  palaces  and  the  trees 
that  shadowed  it,  was  almost  dark,  I  saw 
before  me  a  female  figure,  closely  enveloped 
in  a  long  veil,  and  attended  only  by  one 
domestic,  moving  on  by  the  side  of  a  convent 
wall.  Her  beautiful  form,  the  lateness  of  the 
evening,  the  mystery  which  might  be  con- 
nected with  her  conduct,  drew  my  steps  in-r 
voluntarily  after  her.  I  followed  unperceived 
through  several  streets,  salv^  her  enter  the 
forecourt  of  the  Franciscan  convent,  and  dis- 
appear in .  one  of  those  dark  cloisters  that 
conduct  to  the  church.  Considering  that  no 
other  persons  were  likely  to  be  in  the  sacred 
edifice  at  that  hour,  I  heedfully  followed  the 
course  of  the  vaulted  passages  wherein  every 
step  seemed  to  resound.  Far  from  wishing 
to  give  way  to  mere  idle  curiosity,  I  was  in 
no  way  tempted  to  intrude  myself,  but  was 
excited  by  the  thought  that  I  might  respect- 
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ftilly  gaze  on  a  creature  of  lofty  character, 
who,  liiding  her  sorrows  in  her  own  breast, 
and  perhaps  stricken  by  some  great  adversity, 
sought  here  for  consolation.  The  church  was 
illumined  only  by  the  weak  glimmer  of  a  single 
lamp,  but  the  darkness  was  not  so  impene- 
trable as  to  prevent  my  perceiving  that  the 
lady  had  crossed  the  nave  of  tlie  building 
towai'ds  one  of  the  side  chapels :  into  tchi'ck 
she  entered,  was  now  clear  to  me. 

"  Sick  of  love,  then,"  thonght  I,  silendy 
approaching  to  the  half- closed  gate  of  the 
chapel,  to  which,  when  I  first  visited  Avignon, 
I  had  hastened,  in  order  to  gaze  on  the  spot 
where  Petrarca  had  prayed,  and  there  I  saw 
the  veiled-one  kneeling  by  Laura's  grave. 

The  solemn  stillness  was  unbroken,  save  by 
the  suppressed  sighs  which  ever  and  anon  light- 
ened the  lady's  heai't.  I  delivered  myself  over 
to  the  cbrcams  of  the  past,  which  the  place,  and 
the  now  historical  monument  of  an  unhappy 
being   drew  forth ;  for  nothing  awakens   ou 
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sympathies  with  more  melancholy  power  than 
the  sorrows  of  those  who  have  truly  loved, 
who  have  foimd  and  known  each  other;  but 
whose  irrevocable  earthly  fate  separates  for 
ever. 

We  had  been  some  time  thus  engaged,  when 
I  was  aroused  by  the  heavy  tread  of  one  ap- 
proaching in  wooden  shoes,  who  from  time  to 
time  clanked  the  large  keys  that  hung  by  his 
side,  as  if  to  warn  those  in  the  church  that  the 
moment  for  closing  it  had  arrived — at  the  same 
time  the  tower  bell  tolled  forth  the  hour,  and 
bade  us  depart. 

The  lady  rose,  and  as  she  turned  to  leave  the 
chapel,  I  so  placed  myself  behind  a  pillar  as  to 
escape  observation;  she  greeted  the  sacristan, 
whose  entrance  had  disturbed  her,  spoke  a  few 
words,  and  put  something  into  his  hand. 

When  she  had  depai'ted,  I  approached  the 
brother,  and  asked  the  lady's  name. 

*'  It  is  Gabrielle  of  Ifan9on,  who  often  visits 
our  church." 


210  THE  WORD  or  HONOUR. 

The  name  was  sufficient  to  instruct  me  in 
much  of  the  fair  creature's  fate!  Truly  art 
thou  unhappy  then,  thought  I,  as  I  passed  into 
the  street — and  a  sacrifice  to  this  Malvieux! 

How  adroitly  he  knows  how  to  mask  his 
misdeeds !  How  pure,  how  blameless,  he  stands 
before  his  friends !  As  yet  all  the  sorrow  of 
Gabrielle  seems  only  to  consist  in  his  neglect— 
her  feelings  yet  seem  too  peaceful.  Unhappy 
one !  She  foresees  not  the  future  that  is  before 
her. 

I  knew  Malvieux,  and  could  have  told  him 
of  Gabrielle's  pilgrimage  to  the  tomb  of  the 
unhappy  Laura ;  the  recital  would  perhaps 
have  affected  him ;  but  then  the  tact  of  a  man 
of  the  world  would  have  taught  him  to  smother 
and  overpower  his  warmer  emotions.  Yet, 
however  bad  I  might  consider  his  conduct,  I 
could  not  hide  from  myself,  that  in  all  things 
he  evinced  a  lively  desire  after  what  is  good 
and  right ;  had  openly  denounced  even  the  sin 
that  so  beset  him,  and  despised  the  Gambler. 
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Might  I  not,  therefore,  hope  that  this  secret 
passion  was  yet  curable;  that  some  vigorous, 
well-directed  measure  might  make  him  a  better, 
if  not  render  him  the  ideal  of  a  perfect  man ! 
But  even  had  I  ventured  before  his  face  to 
point  out  his  errors,  who  had  authorized  me 
to  become  the  lady's  champion? 

I  long  considered  the  various  reasons  for  and 
against  that  which  I  was  anxious  to  effect,  when 
suddenly  a  thought  struck  me,  which  filled 
me  with  delight.  I  hurried  home,  seized  the 
instruments  of  an  art  I  had  long  neglected,  and, 
the  enthusiasm  of  the  moment  guiding  my 
pencil,  I  drew  the  sketch  of  a  painting,  which 
in  lively  colours  stood  before  my  eyes.  I 
represented  a  saloon,  with  wainscot  and  orna- 
ments exactly  similar  to  one  I  well  knew  in 
the  house  of  the  Marquis  Valsain.  In  the 
foreground,  at  a  table  to  the  right,  sat  certain 
figures,  whose  resemblance  to  life  I  endea- 
Toored  to  render  as  perfect  as  possible.  The 
croupier,    a   thin    valetudinarian,    formerly    a 
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naval  captain,  in  ■whose  cold  jeering  counte- 
nance was  stamped  the  impress  of  his  shameless 
occupation,  stood  by  the  side  of  the  Marquis : 
in  the  bearing  of  Count  MalvieuXj  however, 
who  was  the  third  at  the  table,  I  sought  to 
throw  the  entire  expression  of  a  man  sunk  in 
utter  forge tfiiln ess  of  all  about  him,  and  having 
an  ear  only  for  the  words,  "  Gagne!  Perd!" 
while  his  soul  seemed  calculating  the  card 
which  must  come — the  card  which  the  croa- 
piei's  hand  is  just  diawing  away,  his  mouth 
uttering  those  fearful  sounds  which  forsake 
not  the   gambler  even  in  his  sleep. 

The  drapery  of  the  background  was  drawn  fer 
backward,  in  order  to  give  a  view  of  the  streets 
of  Avignon,  at  the  bottom  of  wHch  was  Bean 
the  Franciscan  church.  The  figure  of  Gabrielle 
appeai'ed,  as  I  had  seen  her  that  evening,  ae  if 
proceeding  slowly  forward  towards  the  cloi8teis> 
I  endeavoured  to  bring  out  every  peculiarity 
of  her  form,  so  as  to  render  the  resemblance 
as  striking  as  possible :    under   the  picture  I 
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wrote,  —  Gabrielle's  pilgrimage  to  the 
TOMB  of  Laura,  to  thank  Heaven  for  the 
love  of  Malvieux. 

When  the  picture  stood  completed  before 
me,  I  felt  delighted  with  my  success,  and 
determined  to  seize  the  first  favourable  oppor- 
tunity to  convey  it  to  the  Count. 


The  same  evening  that  Gabrielle  had  visited 
the  tomb  of  Laura,  Count  Malvieux  was 
closeted  in  the  company  of  the  Marquis.  As 
usual,  he  was  fortunate  in  his  play,  a  circum- 
stance which  brought  the  croupier  almost  to 
despair,  since  with  all  his  science  he  was 
unable  to  turn  the  scale.  Valsain  had  long 
been  known  in  the  army  as  an  unlucky  player, 
and  as  was  natural,  under  such  circumstances 
the  decrease  of  his  fortune  was  already  appa- 
rent. His  wife,  a  highly  cultivated  lady  from 
Provence,  was  the  picture  of  sorrow  and  patient 
endurance.  Prepared  for  the  worst  that  could 
befal   (she  now  no  longer  strove   against  her 
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husband's    indomitable    passion),    tlie    nataral 
beauty   of  her    person    diminisbed    with   the 
decay  of  her  strength;  and  she  appeared  there- 
fore   to    her    husband    rather    an    object   of 
reproach  than  pity — which  rendered  him  se- 
dulous to  ayoid  eyery  opportunity  she  might 
haye   seized   to    giye  yent   to    her    burdened 
heart.     She  gaye  herself  entirely  to  the  edu- 
cation   of  her   children — whom    the    Marquis 
scarcely   eyer    saw — and    carefully    sought  to 
keep   them  in   utter  ignorance  of  his   faults. 
She  laboured  to  make  them  understand,  that 
they  must  expect  no  fortune  from  their  parents ; 
and  that  when  their  father  died,  they  would 
be   left   in  the    world    entirely   to   their  own 
exertions  for  support.     At  the  same  time,  she 
did  not  neglect  to  fill  their  young  hearts  with 
strong  affection  for  him  ;  and  when,  impressed 
by  such   lessons  of  loye    and  reyerence,   the 
children  would  in  their  simplicity  ask  to  see 
their  father,    she  pressed  them  with  hot  tears 
to  her   bosom,    explaining  to  them,  that    his 
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<XKmpations  were  too  important  and  numerous 
to  allow  him  time  to  spend  a  moment  with 
his  femily,  and  that  it  was  the  mother's  duty 
to  tend  and  watch  over  their  infancy. 

Gabrielle  of  Ifan9on  was  not  much  ac- 
quainted with  the  Marchioness  Valsain;  in 
former  times,  indeed,  the  two  families  had 
lived  on  intimate  terms;  but,  now,  none  ever 
entered  the  house  of  the  Marquis,  save  gam- 
blers by  profession. 

It  happened  about  this  time  that  some  neigh- 
bouring families  resolved  upon  an  excursion  to 
the  river  Sorgue,  in  the  valley  of  Vaucluse — 
^a  place  immortalized  by  Petrarca.  The  party 
was  to  be  on  horseback ;  and  it  was  the  even- 
ing before  determined,  by  lot,  to  which  lady 
each  gentleman  was  to  act  as  cavalier  during 
the  day.  Universal  merriment  succeeded  the 
announcement,  that  fortime  had  selected  Mai-* 
vieux  for  GabrieUe's  attendant  knight :  and  the 
lady  read  in  her  lover's  eye  the  evident  satis- 
faction which  tiie  result  caused  him. 
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Malvifiis  was  this  evening  again  the  amiable 
man,  who  by  wit  and  huraoTir  knew  how  to 
enliven  all  nround  him.  But  in  apite  of  all, 
his  frequent  fits  of  restlessness  and  absence 
of  mind  did  not  escape  the  least  superficia! 
observer ;  even  in  his  most  joyful  momenis 
there  would  pass — as  over  the  bright  moon 
on  a  still  night — a  dark  cloud  over  his  beamiiig 
countenance. 

Gabrielle  seized  the  opportunity  which 
an  evening  presented,  to  reproach  her  ll 
for  the  neglect  with  which  he  had  of  kte 
treated  her.  But  the  more  deserved  these  re- 
proaches were,  the  more  anxious  was  Md- 
vieus,  who  seemed  to  have  anticipated  and 
come  prepared  for  them,  to  throw  all  blaiv 
from  himself,  and  silence  every  suspicion.  Hi* 
assurances  of  love  certainly  proceeded  from 
the  Tciy  bottom  of  his  heart ;  and  he  resolved, 
indeed,  daily  to  subdue  that  one,  unhflppy 
passion,  that  so  held  him  captive.  But  the 
bonds  of  honour,    if  so  they  must  be   catlcit, 
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still  restrained  him ;  and  the  circumstance  that 
he  practised  his  sin  in  secret^  while  he  openly 
denounced  the  gamester  with  contempt^  proved 
at  least  that  he  was  ashamed  of  his  conduct ; 
nay^  it  was  related  of  him^  that  he  had  be- 
friended one  unhappy  family,  whose  father,  a 
gambler^  had  been  forced  to  fly  from  Avig- 
non ;  and  had  anxiously  led  back  many  a  youth 
from  this  sure  pathway  to  ruin :  among  the 
latter  of  whom  was  a  relation  of  Gabrielle's, 
who  now  climg  to  him  with  grateful  aflfection. 
Thus  had  he  warded  suspicion  from  himself; 
thus  retained  the  confidence  of  his  friends ;  and 
the  £a.ther  of  Gabrielle  was  ever  a  defender,  if 
here  and  there  a  whisper  was  heard  to  stig- 
matize him  as  one  addicted  to  play. 

* 

But  when  he  spoke  to  Gabrielle  of  a  gi-eat 
sacrifice  he  would  make  for  her,  he  spoke  only 
of  a  long  formed  resolution,  while  he  still 
remained  the  slave  of  a  passion,  which  grasped 
Kim  firmer  and  firmer,  the  better  he  succeeded 
in  hiding  it  from  the  world:  he  spoke    also 
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only  of  a  future  sacrifice;  painted  himself  to 
hui  lady  love,  not  as  he  really  was,  but  as  he 
hoped  and  intended  hereafter  to  hecomo.  The 
lady  stood  before  him  this  evening  as  his  guar- 
dian angel ;  he  left  her  with  enthusiasm,  with 
the  profoundest  resolutions  of  future  amend- 
ment ;  but,  alas  I  bis  way  led  by  the  house  of 
the  marquis;  mechanically,  almost  without 
being  awaie  of  it,  he  entered,  and  midn^ht 
sa^y  him  inunerscd  in  bis  unholy  orgies  at  the 
pliaro- table. 

Fortune  seemed  this  evening  pu 
favourable  to  ilalvieiix ;  but  it  waa  the  den 
of  hia  destruction  and  fall  that  had  seized  fa 
The  maiquis  combated  with  his  despair;  i 
at  length,  when  their  play  hftd  concluded  for 
the  night,  his  words  seemed  to  proceed  con- 
vulsively from  his  lips,  "  Revenge,  revenge ! 
Count.     To-moiTow  revenge,  and  by  times  1" 

The  croupier's  compleadon  was  always  pale, 
but  this  evening  his  countenance  glowed,  and 
the   cold   perspiration  stood  on   Ills  forehead. 
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When  they  broke  np  from  their  dark  and 
desperate  pastime^  he  throst  his  hands  into 
his  pockets^  and  mnmmred  something  indis- 
tinctly between  his  teeth,  which  sounded  almost 
like  an  insinuation  of  false  play.  Malvieux 
had  only  caught  the  suspicious  movement  of 
the  lips;  but  he  cast  a  sharp  look  on  the  mi- 
aerable  man,  who,  exerting  himself  not  to  quail 
imder  it,  90oa  became  as  pale  as  usual. 

**  Yes,  yes.  Count,  the  devil  plays  for  you,'* 
said  he,  forcing  his  mouth  to  a  smile;  ''but 
he  will  forsake  you  yet — this  Mr.  Devil." 

^*  Tour  science  can  do  nothing,  against  him. 
Captain— eh  I"  said  the  count,  fixing  his  eye 
steadily  upon  him,  and  raising  his  hand  in 
the  attitude  of  menace. 

''Come,  come,  no  anger!  no  anger!"  inter- 
posed the  marquis,  "  you  have  succeeded 
in  draining  my  purse  to  the  very  dregs,  and 
cannot,  therefore,  refuse  me  the  opportunity 
of  an  early  revenge." 

The  coimt  promised  to   be  with  them  in 
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the  morning,  and  departed ;  but  liic  v&xi 
"  Serpent,  serpent !"  passed  often  from  hia  lips, 
as  frith  unequal  steps  lie  proceeded  homevrard. 


Early  in  the  morning,  caparisoned  for  ItuUes 
and  gentlemen,  thirty  steeds  were  pawiDg  the 
ground  of  Viscount  Ifanfon's  castlc-yard. 
Many  of  the  party  bad  tdivady  assemblod. 
Gabrielle  appeared  in  aii  English  bcarer-hftl, 
such  as  the  ladies  of  that  time  ivere  ncciu- 
tomcd  to  Tvear,  'with  a  peiidant  ostrich- feather. 
The  body  of  her  riding-habit,  fitting  tightly 
up  to  the  throat,  exposed  the  full  beauty  of 
her  noble  figure,  while  the  remaining  part  of 
her  dress  hung  down  in  rich  folds,  and  ter- 
minated in  a  long  train,  that  was  thro^rn  orcc 
the  aim.  Standing  before  a  full-length  mirror, 
she  would  have  been  guilty  of  no  unpardon- 
able weabnesB  in  acknowledging  to  herself  that 
she  was  beautiful ;  and,  undoubtedly,  she  looked 
fjrward  with   pleasure   to   the  moment  when 
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sbe  should  read  a  new  triumph  in  her  lover's 
eyes.'  She  often  stepped  forth  upon  the 
balcony^  not  indeed  for  the  purpose  of  admir- 
ing with  her  friends  the  beauty  of  the  morning, 
but  to  gaze  up  the  street  in  the  hope  of  seeing 
Malvieux  approach.  She  leaned  her  £iir  neck 
far  ^rward^  to  catch  the  first  glimpse  of  him ; 
and '  disappointed  by  the  delay,  hit  the  rail 
impatiently  with  the  head  of  her  riding -whip. 
At  lengthy  she  saw  Albano^  his  moor,  hurrying 
down  the  street.  Molyieux  had  bought  this 
AMcan  in  a  ship  off  Marseilles,  and  he  had 
become  his  most  faithful  and  favourite  servant. 
Hi*  white  and  blue  striped  raiment,  with  its 
red  sash  round  the  body,  his  black  naked 
hands  ever  rising  and  falling  in  perpetual 
movement  as  ho  walked  along,  rendered  him 
too  conspicuous  an  object  not  to  be  imme- 
diately recognised  by  the  expectant  fair  one. 
As  he  advanced  nearer  his  white  pearly  teeth 
became  visible  between  his  red  lips,  and  the 
lady  perceived,  from  the  expressive  glance  of 
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his  eye&  and  from  the  motion  of  his  head,  that 
he  was  anxious  to  make  her  underetand 
reason  of  his  appearance.     And  lest  his  fc 
gesticulations   should  not  prove  quite   intel 
gible,  when  he  had   nearly  reached  the 
above  wluch  Gabrielle  stood,  he  raised  his 
hand  over  his  head   and  expanding  Mb   fire 
fingers,  did  all  he  could  to  prepare  her  &r  the 
disagreeable  contents  of  the  note  he  had  in 
possession;  but  cit  the  same  time,  to  iutii 
that  nothing  parliculai-  was  tlie  matter. 

Gabrielle,  who  had  already  begun  to 
that  something  had  occuiTcd  to  prevent 
count  keeping  hia  engugment,  at  once  under- 
stood the  moor ;  and  when  she  had  just  glanced 
her  eye  over  Malvieux'  note,  which  a  female 
domestic  put  into  her  hands,  she  left  the  bal- 
cony, and  joining  the  party  which  had  collected 
in  the  saloon,  informed  them,  with  assumed 
mdifferencc,  that  the  count  was  unable  to  be 
of  tlie  party.  Tlie  annoimcement  caused  an 
unpleasant  interruption  to  the  happiness  of  all 
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present;  and  while  every  one  sympathized 
with  Qabrielle,  whose  enjoyment  they  felt  must 
be  altogether  destroyed  by  this  unexpected 
ocmtre-temps^  the  lady  herself  gaye  no  evidence 
of  her  disappointment,  but  unsuspectingly  be- 
liet^  the  excuse  of  business  which  Malvieux 
had  sent  by  his  moor.  It  so  happened  that 
the  lady  who  was  to  have  been  attended  by 
Gabrielle's  father,  was  also  unable  to  come, 
her  natural  protector  became,  therefore,  her 
cavalier  for  the  day ;  and  all  things  being  now 
imranged,  the  whole  party  mounted  their  steeds, 
and  rode  forth  to  Vaucluse. 

It  is  not  my  intention  to  give  a  description 
of  a  cavalcade,  on  behalf  of  one  of  which  I 
only  seek  at  present  to  interest  my  readers; 
suffice  it  to  say,  that  when  the  party  dismounted 
m  the  valley  consecrated  to  the  memory  of 
Pettarca,  they  separated  into  various  groups; 
and  that  towards  the  latter  part  of  the  day, 
Gabrielle's  father  appeared  uneasily  affected 
by  a  long  conversatioxL  with  two  gentlemen. 


Sm  THE  WORD  or  uoxotnt. 

It  Kcmed  «s  if  be  rcfusod  orcdeacc  to  Ttliat 
Uic)'  wcxc  viitU-Atouritig  to  impress  upon  him, 
wbUe  Uicy  oa  their  parts  appeared  ^atly 
cxdtvd,  iuiil  sought  with  increased  velieroence 
to  Buiiutiua  their  ]K»itioo,  rcmainiag  to  Ihe 
lut  firm  Ui  Lbeir  owertioii,  that  Malrleux  vns 
ao  iovetcrau!  gambler. 

On  ihc  return  of  the  cavakndc,  the  liscoxmt, 
uucomfortable  and  emhittcrod  by  what  he  had 
lieurd,  imparled  to  his  daughter  the  substance 
of  the  eonvci'HUtion  he  had  held  with  the  two 
gentlemen.  At  £rst  Gabrielle  felt  inclined  to 
laugh  outright.  Slio  defended'  Malvieux,  as 
a  little  before  tlie  viGcount  had  defended  lum, 
but  with  fur  greater  euthtifiiasm — the  result  of 
her  true  affection,  and  her  profound  belief 
in  the  imtointcd  honour  of  hts  name.  She 
reminded  her  father  of  their  relation,  whom 
Malvieux  had  entirely  reclaimed  from  the 
gaming-table ;  Bhe  denouuced  the  accusation  ' 
aa  a  calumny.  But  her  fatlier'a  manner,  in 
reply  to  all  the   urged  in  his  behalf,  was  so 
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(^j^iTiest^  tibe^iiiiprisfibli' against  Malrieiix  was 
ij^ipriiitied  so  stuomgly  -€m  hk  mind^  that  even 
Qahrielley  though  certain  of  her  lover's  inno- 
cence/ .  or  believing  herself  certain,  became 
Vi^  dejectetd-^a  cloud  of  sorrow  rested  from 
thai;  moment:  on  her  hitherto  iinobscared  brow. 
She  thought  much ;  she  anxiously  reasoned 
with,  herself  how  it  were  possible  to  reconcile 
th^  whole  being  and  character  of  Malvicux 
witt  the. idea  of  a  gamester;  and,  alas  !  by 
degireesher  mind,  spite  of  its  natural  yearnings, 
whispered  that  it  was  not  impossible.  She 
saw  no  eye  was  upon  hery  and  permitted  the 
bright  tears  to  bedew  her  dieeks. 

In  the  meantime^  Malvieux  paced  up  and 
down  his  apartment,  occupied  by  the  spirit  of' 
despair.  He  cursed  with  bitterness  his  own 
wealuiess,  and  the  Marquis  Valsain  also,  whose 
restless  impatience  for  revenge,  as  he  chose  to 
term  it,  had  prevented  his  joining  the  party  to 
Vaucluse.  The]  marquis  had  called  upon  the 
count  very  early  that  morning,  and  when  the 
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become  acquainted  with  his  secret  course  of 
life.  He  pictured  himself  in  her  presence, 
at  that  feaxful  moment  when  he  should  stand 
conTicted  and  degraded  before  her,  and  he 
fiuacied  the  look  which,  like  a  flaming  sword 
o£  reproach,  must  drive  him  from  the  earthly- 
paradise  of  her  affection.  He  was  over- 
whelmed by  his  reflections,  and  again  inter- 
nally resolved  to  enter  upon  the  path  of 
amendment. 

With  a  troubled  countenance,  Malvieux 
presented  himself  at  the  house  of  the  marquis. 
He  played  not  for  the  sake  of  playing,  but 
because  he  had  given  his  word  to  do  so.  His 
soul  was  all  tbe  while  in  the  valley  of  Vau- 
dkise,  and  in  imagination  was  he  following 
each  step  and  watching  each  look  of  the  fair 
GabrieUe.  It  ever  seemed  to  him,  also,  as  if 
there  were  those  in  her  company  who  were 
seeking  opportunities  to  make'  her  acquainted 
with  the  true  cause  of  his  absence ;  and  he  felt 

though  he  ought  to  be  near  her  person  to 
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frustrate  a  design  so  absolutely  destructive  of 
his  peace. 

His  play  was,  as  under  such  circumstances 
it  niiglit  be  expected  it  would  be,  merely 
meclianical.  He  doubled  aud  trebled  the 
stakes,  and  always  lost.  At  lengtli  tbe  good 
humour  of  tbe  party,  ■who  were  evidently 
entertaining  tbcmselvea  at  his  expense,  ai'oOBed 
hiin  from  his  dreamy  contemplations :  but 
his  fortune  retm-ned  not  with  bis  awakened 
attention.  He  tjied  to  force  it,  biit  all  in.  vain, 
and  lost  on  this  occasion  near  ten  thousand 
francs;  a  sum  which,  though  insignificant  in 
compaiison  with  his  previous  successes,  was 
enough  for  one  evening.  It  was  clear  to  Hm 
that  advantage  had  been  taken  of  the  state  of 
his  mind.  He  remembered  tliat  he  had,  every 
now  and  then,  caught  the  ci'oupier's  eye  upon 
him,  as  if  seeking  to  be  assmcd  whether  his 
attention  were  alive  or  not,  and  this,  with  other 
circumstances  trifling  perhaps  in  themselves 
but  .yet  of  a  suspicious  character,    convinced 
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bim  that  there  had  beeu  foul  play.  Hence 
when  the  party  broke  up,  he  returned  to  his 
home  in  no  enviable  temper  of  mind. 

Arrived  in  his  own  splendid  mansion,  Mal- 
vieux  hastened  to  his  sleeping  apartment,  up 
and  down  which  he  paced  for  a  long  time  like 
a  man  lost  to  all  save  one  absorbing  idea*  A 
fearful  Aiture  seemed  spread  out  before  him 
in  the  distance.  He  saw  hknself  despised  by 
Gabrielle,  the  scorn  of  all  good  men,  and 
thrust  by  his  reckless  conduct  into  utterly  irre- 
taievable  rain.  Filled  with  tormenting  reflec- 
tions; harassed  by  feelings  which,  in  their 
intensity,  seemed  ready  to  burst  his  heart- 
strings, he  gazed  wUdly  round,  when  his  eye 
was  suddenly  arrested  by  an  object  which  had 
hitherto  escaped  his  observation. 

A  large  picture  hung  on  the  wall.  The  feeble 
light  of  the  lamp,  that  was  suspended  from 
the  ceiling,  was  insufficient  to  afford  a  distinct 
view,  so  that  only  the  more  prominent  lines  of 
the  painting  were  visible.    But  he  saw  enough 
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to  distiagiiisli  that  it  represented  a  group  of 
gamblers,  and  the  idea  at  once  sn^ested  its^ 
to  his  mind,  that  it  might  have  been  placed 
there  by  some  fiiend,  to  warn  him  of  the  pre- 
cipice on  the  bnnk  of  which  he  stood.  He  rang 
the  bell:  it  was  quickly  answered  by  Albaoe 
the  moor,  whom  he  forthwith,  ordered  to  bring 
lights ;  for  he  feneied,  in  spite  of  the  darkneca, 
he  could  detect  one  figm-e  on  the  canvass- 
that  of  the  naval  captain.  He  would,  perhaps, 
have  discovered  more,  ibr  he  was  too  arrested 
by  the  circumstance  to  be  able  to  restrain 
curiosity,  but  Albano  entered  with  lights. 
the  count's  question,  how  the  picture  came 
there,  Albano  could  only  answer  by  giving 
the  declaration  of  the  man  who  had  bi 
it,  that  it  was  from  "  a  friend  of  Gal 
of  Ifenfon  and  Count  Malvieox."  The  corat 
seized  a  pair  of  candles,  and  anger  darted 
from  his  eyes,  when  he  discovered  that 
he  himself  was  one  of  the  group  placed  at 
the    pharo-table,     and   when    he     recognised 
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also  the  form  and  features  of  the  Marquis  Val- 
sain.  "What  insolence!**  ejaculated  he  with 
bitterness.  But  curiosity  being  more  power- 
ful than  anger,  he  proceeded  to  a  minute  in- 
yestigation  of  the  whole  painting,  and  as  the 
light  fell  upon  the  background,  he  beheld  a 
i^ore  which  seemed  familiar  to  him,  and  the 
conTent  church  beyond.  But  nothing  further 
y^BS  required  to  bring  the  meaning  of  the 
whole  scene  home  to  his  bosom,  when  he  read 
die  words  which  were  written  in  large  cha- 
racters beneath :  "  Grabrielle's  pilgrimage  to 
the  tomb  of  Laura  to  thank  heaven  for  the 
lore  of  Malrieux."  His  anger  gave  way 
to  better  emotions — as  a  man  struck  by  the 
wand  of  an  enchanter,  he  stood  gazing  long 
aind  silently  on  the  canvass,  until  at  length 
his  eye  compassed  only  Ae  beantlfol  form  of 
the  woman  he  sincerely  loved,  as,  turned  away 
from  him,  it  appeared  moving  towards  the  con- 
secrated edifice. 
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The  bitter  saicasm  tbat  ehe  w^nt  fy3  Lauia'M 
grave  to  thank  hearen  for  his  love,  entered 
deeply  into  his  eoul. 

"Oh,  that  it  were  so!"  cried  he,  left  alon^j 
and  ovei'come  by  the  poignancy  of  his  feehngs, 
"  that  my  great  giult  may  yet  be  unknown  to 
thee,  thou  lovely,  pui'e  creature !     I  may  y^ 
by  one  powerful  effort  make  all  well  again-^ 
and  perhaps  stand  once  more  in  thy  preeeoc 
as  guiltless,  in  reality,  as  I  now  dwell  in  thfj 
recesses  of  thy  soul.     Not  now,  not  now, 
heaven  !  suffer  my  infamy  to  be  exposed  1    T^ 
a    Utile   longer   let  the   veil   remain,    ere 
be  raised,  and  my  shame  bo  in  the  mouth  of 
all  men.     But  thou  mnyest  regai'd  mc   even 
now   as   a   hypocrite — a    base,   crawling   liat! 
Even  now,  perhaps,  dost  thou  wring  thy  fair 
hands   over   the    dreadful   delusion   to   whid|J 
thou  art  a  sacrifice  i    Or  dost  thou  lie  at  t 
moment  peaceful  in  the  arms  of  an  unhaimte 
fclumber,  while  iiere  in  my  heart  it  glows  i 
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in  the  cliambers  of  Etna  ?  Oh !  if  it  be  so,  I 
swear  to  thee,  Gabrielle !  to  do  nothing  in 
future  to  disturb  the  deserved,  because  innocent 
repose  of  thy  heart!" 

He  extinguished  the  lights  that  Albano  had 
brought, '  and  now  again,  the  lamp  which  was 
suspended  from  the  ceiling,  threw  its  feeble 
beams  on  the  canvass :  but  Malvieux  required 
no  light;  that  strange  picture  was  too  vividly 
impressed  on  his  mental  vision ;  and  so  deeply 
engrossed  was  he  in  the  more  serious  con- 
templations to  which  it  had  given  birth,  that 
his  thoughts  were  in  no  measure  distracted 
by  speculations  as  to  the  quarter  whence  it 
had  come. 

His  bed-room  now  seeming  too  close  and 
confined,  he  stepped  forth,  passed  through  a 
suite  of  apartments  into  the  corridor,  where 
his  once  favourite  flowers,  darkened  by  the 
shadows  of  the  night,  still  lavished  their  now 
neglected  sweets.  **  The  flowers  of  my  life 
are  also  darkened,'*  thought  he,  "the  storm 
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may  not  be  distant  that  shall  tear  them  i 
the  stem!" 

Then  did  the  thought  take  possession  of  ■ 
soul,  that  lie  would  earnestly  and  solem 
resolve  never  more  to  touch  a  card.  But, 
alaa!  he  rcmemhered  how  often  he  had  pro- 
mised himself  the  same  thing,  and  how  often 
thus  resisted,  the  lust  for  play  had  gained  the 
victory,  and  become  more  unbridled  than  ever. 
He  stood  motionless  foi  some  minutes,  then 
placing  hia  foot  fimily  on  the  ground,  as  it 
collecting  all  his  strength,  he  thundered  fbrtli 
in  BO  loud  a  voice,  that  the  Eotmd  echoed 
through  the  apartments, — "  No !  by  my  word 
OF  HONOUR — Tjcver  agtii?) .' "  He  started — there 
sfcemed  something  unearthly  in  the  ^-ioloit 
tones  of  his  voice.  He  gazed  long  and  darkly 
on  the  void  before  him.  "My  word  of  hononr! 
yea,'  that  was  what  I  said — this  must  bind 
me  I  But  to  whom  shall  I  pledge  my  word! 
in  whose  hands  shall  I  place  it,  that  I  may 
be  denounced  a  knave  if  I  break  that  word  J 
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Pedbaps   in.  Albano's !  but^  no ;   it   most  l>e. 
scone  one  nearer  my  equal,  who  could  call  me 
ta  iKseount  yntk  his  good  steel.'' 

He  remained  for  a  while  in  earnest  con- 
templation. "Miserable  weakness/'  said  he, 
moying  slowly  up  and  down,  ^*to  require  another 
to  hold  the  pledge  of  my  promised  faith !  '*  He 
Mded  his  arms,  raised  his  whole  frame  to  its 
full  height,  and  uttered  the  following  words: 
"I  give  myself  my  sacred  inviolable  word, 
never  more  to  give  way  to  this  shameftd  vice, 
ssod  I  will  regard  myself  as  a  dishonoured 
laaar— to  be  driven  out  of  the  society  of  my 
fellows:  and — if  I  break  my  word — ^may  self- 
ooBitempt  be  the  misery  that  shall  follow  my 
]^tb  through  life  I"  Having  thus  solemnly 
ratified  his  resolution,  he  was  filled  with  en- 
thttffitasm ;  he  felt  happy,  he  felt  himself  strong, 
and  that  his  amendment  was  now  sure.  In 
this  altered  state  of  mind,  he  retired  to  seek 
Ae  peaceful  rest,  to  which  he  had  long  been 
a  stranger,  and  foimd  it  ,*  for  he  was  confident 
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hejdajr  pf  ids ;  existence ;  and  so  pleased  did 
hte  aeena.with  the  circumstance  of  our  meeting, 
that  he  ini^i&ted  I  should  join  a  select  party  of 
friends,  who  were  to  close  the  evening  at  his 
house.  I  had  on  that  day  frequent  opportu- 
nities also  of  conversing  with  Gabrielle,  who, 
as  was  natural  from  her  father's  reception,  soon 
r^arded  me  otherwise  than  as  a  stranger.  All 
this  occurred  before  the  fatal  news  relative 
to*  Malvieux  had  reached  their  ears;  and  had 
I»  beeni  t;he  only  guest  invited,  I  should  in  all 
probabflity  have  sought  to  excuse  myself,  in 
order  to  leave  them  alone,  at  a  time  when, 
however  they  might  disbelieve  the  worst,  the 
disclosures  made  must  have  affected  their 
fiiinds,  and  thrown  a  weight  upon  their  spirits. 

When  I  entered  the  room,  I  marked  at  once 
that  the  earliest  sorrow  was  tapping  at  Ga- 
brielle's  heart.  She  smiled,  indeed,  but  the 
spirit  that  should  accompany  a  smile  was  not 
there. 

Very  few  guests  were  present;  and  as  a  suite 
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of  four  apftrtments  was  tlmnm  open,  I  ml 
able  to  obtain  a  long  tHe-A-Uu  vith  the  object 
of  my  Bympathy, 

"  You  interested  me  greatly,"  said  GabrieDe, 
"on  behalf  of  the  bcautiial  creature  of  -whom 
yon  spoke  this  morning;  and  I  strongly  saspaA, 
front  the  fervour  of  your  langnage,  that  she 
was  more  than  a  stranger  to  you." 

"  But  oiiglit  we  not  all  to  feel  deeply  fir 
the  florroTs  of  our  fcUow-creaturcs,  especially 
when  those  sorrows  are  incurable  in  tfus 
world?" 

"  Oh,  yes,"  replied  Gabrielle,  "  bat  yon 
might  sympathize  with  her  sorrow,  without 
coming  two  hundred  miles,  to  brood  over  ^bstn. 
ia.  the  v^ley  of  Vaucluse :  but  pardon  me,  I 
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inc}ijied  to  speak  on  siich  topics,  I  was  irre- 
xistibly  impelled  to  relate  much  to  Gabrielle. 
J  knew  the  dreadful  trial  she  had  shortly  to 
encounter — a  trial  I  would  have  sacrificed  much 
to  avert.  I  felt  that  if  the  blow  must  corner 
I  nught  in  some  degree  help  to  console  her, 
lOkd  that  she  would  not  doubt  my  motives,  if 
ftware  that  my  heart  was  sacredly  devoted  to 
the  memory  of  its  first  affection.  Perhaps,  too, 
I  longed  for  the  sympathy  of  a  pure  and  gentle 
natare. 

'*  Yes,"  said  I,  "  her  sorrows  and  mine  are 
tfakO  same:  we  loved  truly,  but  imfortunately." 

'^  Suffer  me  not  to  be  too  curious,"  responded 
Gabrielle;  "but  I  should  like  to  hear  more 
on  this  subject — I  feel  attuned  rather  to  hear 
a  tale  of  sorrow  than  of  joy." 

"The  story  is  soon  told.  I  was  residing 
at  a  very  early  age  at  Bonn,  on  the  Rhine, 
preparatory  to  entering  the  university.  Much 
accustomed  to  indulge  in  long  rambles,  I  one 
day  wandered  further  than  usual,  when  I  sud- 
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■.    r  :     .     , — 1=^  .L'iT  IS  I  T  listi :  •  Mt 

■  -  ■    ■  '■:  ~  "-  -.'  -":  n-f-iitate  self- 

.  ^        ,-■       ^^71-1  ^r  i:i  :I;.e  cegatiye, 

:  ■-.         i:,:^   :;  ■'!■:  Tr^rrr  i^  that 

-  ■"        -    -■     T  ;-,r  "     I  iiLoll  terer  tor- 
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her  features^  if  not  perfect,  were  in  their  en- 
semble beautiful.  The  whole  expression  of 
her  countenance  was  not  so  striking  as  winning, 
fipom  its  plenitude  of  innocence  and  simplicity. 
We  talked  together  as  unreservedly  as  if  we 
had  been  acquainted  for  years,  and  parted 
never  again  to  be  free  from  each  other's  in- 
fluence. I  met  her  in  secret;  for  alas!  the 
cold  world  had  otherwise  rended  us  asunder, 
because  she  was  poor,  and  had  not  the  ac- 
cidental advantage  of  equal  parentage.  I 
became  her  tutor;  and  hours  did  I  enjoy  in 
her  society,  under  the  shady  trees,  near  the 
brook  where  we  had  met,  teaching  her  all  I 
knew;  and  you  may  believe  I  had  a  willing 
pupil." 

"How  very  happy  you  must  have  been 
together,"  said  Gabrielle,  who  was  evidently 
greatly  interested  in  my  narration ;  "  but  pray 
continue." 

"Her  mind  qiuckly  opened.  There  are 
some    persons    who,   however    humble    their 

VOL.  II.  M 
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station,  seem  bom  for  a  higher  sphere,  i 
it  was  with  her.     There  was  nothing  in  1 
manners,    movemente,    or    appearance 
would  have  led  you  to  suspect  her  origin ; 
was    naturally    graceful,    and    free    from   1 
remotest  tinge   of  affectation.     She  gave  \ 
lier    heart   at   once,  in   all   the  singleness  i 
unsuspecting    affection.     "We    loved.     But  i 
this  world  there  is  little  hope  for  thos 
bom  in  different  stations,  allow  their  hearts  ti 
beat   in    unison.      Our   intercourse    was   As- 
covered  ;  and  while  she  had  to  submit  to  the 
taunts  of  her  (infeeling  reladons    and  neigh- 
bours,  I   was   driven    far,  far  away   from  the 
scene  of  our  happiness  and  joy.     Thank  God! 
I  left  her  as  innocent  as  I  found  her.     T«n 
passed  over.     For  myself,  like  a  wcak-heartcd 
craven,  I  sought  consolation  in  the  world,  in 
its    pleasures,  its    noisy   hopes,  and   unsteadv 
af^pirations,   and   for  a  season   smothered  mj 
holiest,  my  blessed  passion.     I  gave  myself  up 
to  many  follies — but  often  when  I  gazed  on 
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the  quiet  moon^  or  the  star-lit  heavens,  or  sat 
tinder  the  shade  of  trees,  or  felt  the  cooling 
influence  of  the  winds,  her  sweet  form  and 
lovely  countenance  would  rise  up  before  me 
like  the  dream  of  neglected  and  lost  happiness. 
Yes  ;  whenever  impressed  by  better  and  purer 
imaginations — ^whenever  caught,  as  it  were,  and 
arrested  by  holier  impressions,  my  mind  longed 
for  companionship  with  her.     And   now  her 
remembrance  came  oftener  and  with  increased 
power.     Alas !  that  nature's  impulse  had  been 
soonei'  obeyed !  then  had  my  future  life  been 
happy  and  hers  contented !     At  length  I  could 
resist  my  heart's  promptings  no  longer,  and  I 
stood  again  on  the  wooden  bridge,  and  over 
the   same   waters.      I   will   not   describe   my 
feelings.     Eight  long  years — ^years,  too,  back 
upon  which  I  could  look  with  no  satisfaction, 
had    intervened.      With    trembling    steps    I 
sought  her  mother's  cottage." 

"The  poor  creature  was    dead,"  said   my 
attentive  auditor. 

m2 


L  *nr»  iim  Art  fcH  i^n  noUtf, 
CabdtijU.  &  tfigM  kUk-fili&i^iBg  ket  chef 


iriSr'-'#&Htf'  6P'^6-N6tia. 


■U5 


Hftdel 


&"%  l»t*pttS«fel^^<J  life  d^ved  as  to  the 
ty'tfpW'fifitecUbfas?  aofi' thfe  ciromnBtance 

tff  her  iiniim  with  ano'Eher — •"- 

Hear  me,"  said  I,  scaro&ly  able  to  leatraiii 
eicitemtnt  which  Gabrielle's  remark  had 
"  She  was  dodged  and  attacked  by 
fhcffie  of  her  own  household;  diey  xidiculed 
the  idea  of  her  ever  becomiag'  the  wife  of  one 
far  above  her  in  worldly  position ;  they 
id;  witK  perpfelURl  banter,  my  continued 
leglect  (and'  appearances  were  greatly  against 
toe);  they  were  certain  I  had  forgotten  her. 
A'man  presentetl  himself  weli  off  in  life;  the 
poor  creature's  moth«r  was  his  advocate.  Lon^, 
long  did  she  exert  all  -  her  influence  on  his 
behalf.  Poverty  pressed  hard  upoH  her ;  ill- 
ness had  debilitated  her  frame ;  and,  aC  length, 
unable  to  bear  against  their  united  persuasions 
—impressed  with  a  etroiig  sense  of  duty  to  her 
mother ;  wearied,  exhausted  by  their  impor- 
tunities, and,  perhaps,  beUeving  in  my  in- 
telity — she    consented.       Being    alone    and 


Tfeii'  "SWhiS  ^MS<fif#rtil 


friendiew;  flfce  WM  vSiJ«[i^ftii!  Bat«vefi«Aw 
^Tving  diia^tortiirea'CORe^t,e4ie'4Wp1oivd~t)M(_ 
man  to  release  her.  She  asamed  him  she  d 
not,  and  nev^r  coald  lere  hiin;  nay  tnore,  that^ 
he  was  dUagreeabW  to  hef.  Od  one'  ocoaetM 
she  vent  dova  on  Belt  kneiM  befbi^  him,  sail 
supplicated  for  the  cancebn€«ib  of  What  I 
pleased  to  desigBate  her  engvgemetit— bst  i 
vain:  nnd  thus' WRs  this- affectioiiateWeatui 
ruthlessly  aacrific^fl  to  iiy>"niiBtoBdUct  < 
one  hand,  and  to  a  base,  MtBtmtfrti^d'^ 
on  theothrt".'*"   '■■   '-'■'■'"''   ■■•'■^-^^^■a 

"How    i»i!peaEahIy"'&rifeli'-Diil*t   be' ithKl 
man  who'-cooM  *s' 'V{«laic  flib   feeiings  of  ■ 
woman.     Such  condutit  is'Very  unmanly  and 
wicked— it  was  mol'al  tortttrei" 

"  In  youi-  presence  I  dare  liot'  use  the  terms 
which  I  think  equal  to  express  the  ecortnity ; 
certain  it  is  that  such  a  crime  could  only  fasve 
been  committed  by  a  being,  whose  innate 
littleness  of  heait  could  permit  him  so  to 
humble  himself  as    to    marry   a   womaii  who 


■EfiH,,wwtn  0Fi,*wpc94m 


2i1 


pan 

1^ 


I 


Qpoaly  A¥ow«d  hjB£  dJaUkei.     I.^v;a&  made  ac- 
quunted, ,  witji   (lU.,  tiua,  by  ./jneL.-ao.Wi    iWd, 

aoij— "■  ,-,,i  ■,-,„-.-    ...'     ,..,■:  ..B,-..-iii  L.id/:.- 

**  I  anj..toW»"  mi  Qahrielle!*  fatliaf)  R^yww: 
iog  aotl  siddressing  himself  to  me,  "  that  you 
are  musical;  and  am  deputed  by  the  ladies  to 
call  on  you  to  iacreaso  the  pleasure  of  cur 
meeting,  by  giving  us  a  proof  of  your  talent. 
You  cannot  refuse,,  seeing  they  have  not  been 
n^ardly  in  both  vocal  and  instxtuueptal  efforts 
for  your  amusement." 

Although  scarcely  aware  of  what  had  been 
going  on  in  the  adjoining  apartment,  I  was 
far  from  desiring  to  expose  my  inattention, 
particularly  before  the  ladies. 

■'  If  by  being  musical,"  replied  I,  following 
Viscount  lianfon,  "you  mean  tjiat  I  am 
fond  of  music,  I  admit  the  truth  of  what,  has 
been  told  you;  but  as  a  musician  my  powers 
are  of  the  very  humblest  description,  and  I 
hope  the  ladies  will  excuse  me  if  I  refuse  to 
dsetroy,    by   any   efforts    of  mipe,   t^c  ,  g^ept 


■2W  A»'^JBE5°o?184i(HE 

f^Hbrmancec 
of  this  evtnibgJft  xirii  ^aa<i3  \o  Miqi  ^ua 

But  I  was  not  ^r^^^^%T%S  eo  easOy. 
Puttiiig,l^9);^f.^,^t^  W^^on^^e  matter, 
I   tooV  a  g«itarj^«n^l  lAnlsifti  Anr  preludia] 


which  I  soa^toaii iUi£tMftbMUt«Bd*d7 : — 

fabnA 


With  p 
Deept;  he  bleued  her  when  die  mnt, 

Tnrite'#i«li6(ft!"H,lfallfi<,„i, 

Sudi  lovers  hod  befriended. 


But,  ipite  of  change,  that  db^ftlim^o  glrfi  l 

For  ever  twain  to  be, 

And  tJj^ghNlMrAfcwW  fg|ft|lrtg  Jfre  same, 
Shcdnifticf4odi(Btf»4r»fi;q  xfijv/ 

The  i^&,m^WikiS}fan8 
"  Dearest  1  llf^'Md^  till^y. 

He  who  hatji jfg^ig^ji^^ 

iiobnaiVlad  bad  aisvol  rfoug 

"I  vi9«^- vm^M^m^-M ^W  l^allad/' 
said  GabrieUeJ?^fl«? f  ffflWti'^JWiiistory  is  not 

imaginary.    55;(^^,qiKji^^i^J^9y^er,  to  suflfer 

your  mind  to  .;ice8t  tooL  much  on  this  subject. 

Dwelling  on  aniiretiivvabl^lQMfDimnot  benefit 

you  at  all.  ,    ^v 
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give  way  to  iiick  refebHcctions  at  all  times.  It 
was  our  visit  to  Vauc]us«  that  iirat  led  me  to 
the  theme  in  the  raornidg,  trad  you  reminded 
me  of  it  yourself  this  c+ening." 

"  I  was  really  aHxiouaW  hem*  the  pftrticidt 
and,  asl  Baid  before,  Mt  inclined  to  listen  to 
a  tale  of  sorrow ;  and  yet,"  she   added,  with 
something  like  tlie  ei^h  of  dne  who  foreboi 
evil,  "my  life  hhs  -been  hith«itto  one  of 
mingled  happiness."' ■     ■■!■'■  i 

"  We  are  none  of  us  so  happily  sitoAted 
hut  that  misfortunes  may  overtake  us  sooner 
or  later,"  said  I.  "  Such  as  have  been  blessed 
like  yourself,  -in  tiiifl  rSSpect,  would  feel  a 
reverse  more  acutely  thfta^tHose  whoso  trials 
begau  earlier,  and  hove  the  more  need,  there- 
fore, to  watch  their  hearts,  that  they  may  be 
able  to  bear  whatever  affliction  may  come." 

"  I  agree  with  you  entirely,"  said  Gabrielle ; 
and  again  I  fancied  a  sigh  stru^led  for  free- 
dom :  a  slight  blush   passed  rapidly  over   her 


■fio^.^ijjtelKgfiiti,  g»«nt^BB^e,.r,isi^  ji,  l^r^'  mind 
reyoEte^rto.tlio.isad  dJA^<)(HU^^  .     . 

*^Tlie  bef fe  0Q?wiol^tii|[^;Uti^rr.t}ie  i^8(5verest 

should  we  forget  fi!i^%',n^\^:i9^:'rfi9tj[^  ^£|ict  us 

;^t  the  gu^atS; . ^nqfw':  bi^W,  (o.  priBp^e  for 
their  depa^u^;  and»  ino?:^  thaaeiyar  iat^ost^d 
i4:;.tbQ  tfate//of  ii^abrif^U^  J[jjr§JBrned  iQ.juy 
WgmgSiiferj^eiMfe.ihopiiig  Jth^tjSjie  p^ting  I 
had  sent  to  Malyieux  might^.¥((>tj  |piL  i|\?.its 
-SM^jed  n444ipf^ri  y,  r-  't:  .  r  .rr  :.>:.; 
-v.".  ^.■-    ^.•:    :■-. -i>j J rj ■/'..-  .'f*»h\ — *-in  '.<:U  -ti    .' 

The  d^y  aro«^,Mthf  nfMHmng.Pun  glittered 
on  thousands. -ofi^w^fci  I Jeo^e^j.  jas  ^il;  the.  stars, 
grown  pale  at  his  risings,  had  si^cted  their 
restmg-plaoe  in  thedew-drppe.  :  The  smiling 
islands  of  the  Duraiiice^  s^  iriyer  whose  busy 
waters  intersect  Ayignon,  peacefujly  reposed 
direictly  oppodtQ,  the  windows  of.  the.  castle 
I&n9on. 


.-  '.i 


'b3' tlie  eilremte'puWty'df  tbe  morlwi^  irir,  die 
'spjieared  cl^din  -a  rinrple'maniing-  attire-ttpon 
'dJe  "baicony  whereon  ^e  had  t^j«'  day  beiore 
SO  '  anxionsly  awaited  die  arrival- of  lief  loser. 
Her  aiind  Vas  ftillyi  Octupietl  Tntli  one  ideft; 
tifi^"'haadfet'eiTniiii^&''to'pnt  an  UAreseTTedaad 
""candid  qut'stioii  ttt'iiiiW;l'&nd'  'beB^viBg'Tiiat 
''ISsi-^'iiiiswer'Trtdia-  fetiBl)W  fee^''io^>'iirbiM 

pleasure  the  rtromfertt-wiLM'^'h*!  mtisl'  ietfend- 1 
his  trial  befdre 'h^r."  SW^fcaA  ittiiod  toi 
the  night  before  sonle^teitidapttssed  m  Bpirits : 
tind'  might  not  this  happy  slate  "'of  miid  he 
tte  offspring  of  tlie  seiVtie,rtie  cl6ui®e8S'i»oi'u- 
ing?  Wi^  a''"hi«fVftill  ■■6t-  the  expcctaW 
triiimph  o^  the  man  ihe  loVfd,  who  shall 
""'iftirtray  -her  'fi^rmgrf' :as' ■flhfc  gazed  on.  the 
''teauriful' Idndseape  hsfoifk  her,  aild  wattiied 
t'he  Bparkling  Mid  SiltelT'  dow-dtopa  descend 
from  leaf  to  flowef,  and  dissipate  'in  the  vater 
or  on  the  ground?   . 


-.  irhy  :the:Mar«)Hc«M*s  V^W  dfp^r^  to  ^peak 
with  1  lier,riA  c 4>riTate,.,  .f  Ui^iappy   .wpm^/' 

.  thought  4b^;  ffhet  hii!^>?q>d  jis  a  great  game- 
ster." Sadness  agaia  rose  up  in  her  spul; 
the  wound  of  yest^ir^y  re-opened  and, Wed 
afresh,  and  she-  Jjetoaied,  once  more   to.  the 
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balcony  tQ  jbireadM  t^friun^ot«l2iig:^-/{B;t/tliel 
morniiig.  'i  it,*    -/nn  ir.i    .  !■ 

She  gazed  agaia  on  the  smiling  landscape  I 
before  her,  whea  suiidealy  a  deep  glow  su^  I 
fused  her   beautiful  face.     She   beheld   MaJr  I 
vieux  moving  glowly  forward  on  the  haitka  of  I 
the  Duraoice.     He   had  seen  h^'  some  timcy 
had  regarded  her  with  infinite   anxiety,  and, 
even  at  tJ»e   distnnce   that  yet  divided   them, 
strove  to  read  in  her  ooimtenance  whethei  of 
not  he  dare  approach  ivith  the  usual  niarlce  ot' 
friendly  recognition.      Gabrielle  greeted  him 
with  a  smile ;  and  when  witliin  hearing,  invited 
him  to  join  her  fetW  and  heifself  jrf  brefdda^  J 
He    motioned    his   ready   acceptance    of   hgi  , 
invitation,  and  the  hidy  at  onae  proceeded  to 
inform   her  father  that  Malvieux  was   to  be 
their  guest ;   and,  before  she   returned,   gava 
orders  that  their   morning's  repast   should,  b^  I 
served  up  in  the  room  which  commanded  i 
view  of  the  Durance  and  the  hills  of  Yaudaae. 
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Midviffux  and  thelady  b©w  speared  to- 
;ether  on  the  balcony;  but  the  latter,  spite  of 
her  determination  to  believe  hie  innocence, 
kept  her  face  averted  irom  hor  lover,  like  one 
'#hoBe  heart  is  too  full  to  meet  the  eye  of  an 
Inquirer.  He  remained  some  time  silent,  ex- 
pecting she  TOuld  address  him,  but  in  vain. 
At  length  he  ventured  to  speak. 

'^Touare  angry  with  me  Gabrielle,  nor  can 
I  deny  that  I  deserve  it ;  and  thongh  you 
pardon  me  a  tboUBand  times,  I  shall  never 
forgive  myself.  But  I  pray  you  to  rest  fully 
assared  that  it  was  no  happy  circumatance 
&at  prevented  my  j<»ning  you  on  your  ex- 
GUtsioH  to  tho  beautaliil  valley  before  ns.  1 
have  passed  a  sleepless  night,  and  you  perceive, 
by  my  early  visit  this  morning,  how  anxious  I 
am  to  obtain  your  forgiyeness.  Yon  will  not 
speak  to  me  ? "  added  he,  tdtei  a  pause.  "  Have 
I  committed  some  fault — I  am  at  a  loss  to 
conceive  what  it  can  be — greater  tlian  the 
breaking  my  engagement  to  attend  you  yester- 


256  THB  W()j\p  p?  ^^J<,9UB. 

day?      Have  ywi  soms  well-founded i.rwoB I 
bosides  that  to  be  so  angry  ?  i^  so,  freely  anjLfl 
unreeervedly  lell  me,   and  as  freely  and  mfef 
reservedly  will  I  endeavour  to  reply.     If  ypIL 
knewj    Gabiielle,    bow   aeyq^ely  my  heart.! 
rendcd,  you  would   not  spar^  a  few  £nendl 
worda  to  comfort  me ! "        ,     ,     .    - 

^Gabrielle,  although  imaUe  to.  look  pi^ 
the  facC)  gave  him  her  l^nd  and  sajd  :|."Tm 
vn]l  tbeii  answer  every  question  th^t.I  j 

puttoyou?*'.        ,.,■,„,-, -(li-,  J h, !„(,'£  ■.Iifii 

"  Every  question  .^t  is  .^dircct^d  to  mW 
heut,  from  the  mcmt^  of  G^brielle^j  w^  ll 
answer."  Thus  epeaking,  lie  pressed  to  bk  I 
Ups  the  white  and  beautiful  hand  that  sbe  had  1 
voluntarily  placed  in  his,,  ,    , 

"  I  believe ,  you,  Malvieux,"  ^aid  the  lady; 
"  but  for  the  present  my  txibni^  .Hj^ist  l^e-" 
I  perceive  my  father  is  conjing."     , 

The  count  hastily  pressed  hpr  hand  to  his 
bosom,  and  they  entered  the  roopi  togethter  tn 
meet  the  viscount.  ,     ,     ,  ^t 


:±¥WS>  1%  mmuiP         sJSf 


a 


tit 


'Sm  in  ftpite- 01  GlbnMe's'efoquence'i^^^ 
unt  received  Malvieux  with  a^  fhendly 
courtesy,  indeed,  but  yet  witn  more  than 
womea  reserve.  In  tne  6ourse  or  conversa- 
Qon,  all  reference  fo  me  unpleasant  msd,ppoiiLt- 

sible  avoided— a  circumstance  that  somewM? 
interruptea  me  now  oT  their  taole-tgalk.      lo- 

hini  a  question.     Tins  ^'^c^^^^jM  m  -  a  tcJ^^i^^  m^ 
manner    meant   to  conve^  'to  -  Mameux   the 
idea  iiat  it  Wiai5^'qu&e  ukprem^Sitatea,  ahd^lso 
shape  that  p^mJ;^d'  cielurp'^'enoug'h'  to  me 


in  a 


answer  she  so  desired  to  deceive : — 
**^  Tou  donn;  play,  do  you.  Count  r 
The  viscount  looked  up,  and  snowed  ^t^i 


k 
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he  participated  iil  tha  if&estion  of'  bis  dAugbte 
and  fixed  his  (^e  'Sharply  Upofi  Malrititudy  m 
raised  acup  of  eofiec to  MslipBjand'gathpriii( 
all  his  enei-gies  to  appear  'enUrelyuilDOTKicmGdf 
drajik,  and   q'uictly  rejdaeingiilv'-uad?"' 
GabrieUe,  I  da  not  plaji"  -   I       ■WiVff 

The  viBooimt  and  the  lady  >k^e  tUent,  a 
Malvienx  urgod  nc*  the  subject  fiurtherj  n(p 
did  he,  on   the  prcBcnt'  occasion,  as  was  hi*  " 
custom  whenever  this  subject  was  mentioned;' 
launch  forth  in  reprobation  of  fchia  ganieiteri' 
He  could  not  help  feeling  that  there^was  sobm»- 
thing  more  serious  intended  by  the  <[u«8ti6ii- 
than  the  tone  and  manneor  of  OabrielI«  Gought 
to   make  apparent.      The  little  ■party  seemed 
uncaay;  and  iiom  that  momeat  the  conversd 
tion  became  restrsined,  no  one  being  obls'toJ 
change  it  into  another  channel.     Fortunate 
Gabrielle  remembered  that  it  "iras  time  to  i 
preparations  for  her  visit,  and  i-ose  lio  leave  the- 
room.     Malvieux  prepared  to  deport  also;  but' 
the  viscount  inviting  him  to  take  a  cigac,  he  n 
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usftble  Mi  refuse  iPQ  n^en-  Qal^iiel^e,  dieap* 
peareiU  the  two  gentlemen  etepped  out  an  the 
balcony,  the  conversation  tarning  upon  pei- 
fecily  indifferent  matters,  and,  as  is  geaeralty 
case  with  amokers,  interrupted  by  long 
pauses.  While  they  stoed  thua  app&rently 
eajoying  themselves,  Gabrielle's  carriage  drove 
up  to  the  door.  The  count  placed  himself  in 
such  a  Hitoatioa.  that  he  could  sec  her  enter. 
She  80on  appeared,  and  making  a  slight  move- 
mei^  to  Malvieux  and  her  fathei^j  seated 
herself  within.  The  count  became  absolutely 
sick  at  heart  when  the .  footman,  closing  th^ 
carriage- door,  cried  out.  to  the  eoachmun,  "  Xo 
the  Martjuia  Valaain."  The  man  threw  him- 
a^  on  hehiad,  and  tlte  carriage  rolled  away, 

Malvieux  was  utterly  incapable  to  continue 
eren  the  interrupted  and  unimpottant  chit-chat 
vith  the  viscount;  and,  begging  permission  to 
tedre,  took  leave,  and  hurried  away  like  ^ne 
whose  presence  is  suddenly  required  to  avert 
an  impending  evil.     But  whither  shall  he  go  ? 
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For  years  he'5iadHbi'T4s^B»''ftie'%oti9tJ  tf*t 
marquis  as  a  friend,  but  only  as  a  etfttr^toSXA 
at  tlie  Ciird  table,  and  to  tlie  room  Tvtiere 
they  assembled  a  particular  way  bad  been 
constructed,  whieh  was  sraircely  eyer  trod  by 
any  of  his  household.  He  could  not,  there- 
fore, particularly  at  this  early  hour  of  the 
mormng,  call  at  the  hxmse '  wiUiout  breaking 
every  rule  of '  decortim,  '  There  was  nothin 
but  to"  give  himself  "orfer  to  aiiSioas'  alid  tort 
ing  surmises:  -   -     -'■   ""-'-'-■■-' 

And    not    yth^ouii'  msBf'   ^^^;(ri»gs 
Gabrielle  alight' at  ttte-^hwds^^  afthk  M«P 
Valsain,     The  room  into  which  she  was  ( 
ducted  appeated,  from'  its  arrangement,  to  1 
destined  for  the  bhildreh,  who  were  ama«Bg 
themselves  there  in  various  ways,  and  who, 
Gabrielle's  entiancc,  clung  around  their  i 
as   if  unaccustomed   to   strangers.     The  ; 
chioness  approached  her  Tisitor  in  the  gentlest 
and  most  friendly  manner,  told  ber  children  to 
remain  where  they  were,   and  requested  1 


no,  at^j 

^ntleat 
*n  to 


*ftAfcPftfi&  rfiSBK!Sy:<byM^7VibftxlMt§4x^y.5^ft>»  J 
but  I  think  that  Gabrielle  J£aiiSMutl?&k  ^/^P 

yiofiM  ^^WVW#f,«l^3[ffl9°^itnWhftt>;[im$h 

<arcle$  <?£  yosff  flerfe^ft.:WPi^iili¥fe>?.;ftllirfty8 
undec^topd ,  thft^,  j9]«i,.,^iu;pofpljlji;etja:e4j;,fir9m 


tude,.     Or,  is    it,  perhaps,  joiir    health    I 
keeps  you  £'om  ns?      You  look  so  pale  and 
altei-ed,  thftt  the  Jeip  years  that  have  intervened 
since  I  saw  you,  have  almost  sufficed  to 
you  out  of  my  recollection;   how  happens 
that  I  find  you  so  changed  ?" 

The  marchioneBs  let  her   head  fall  on. 
bosom,  compressed  her  lips,  and  restrained  the 
tears  that  were  hasteuipg  to,  h^r  eyelids  ;  "I 
am  not  ill;  feuj  sonnoTf^  ^.W'*'  ^^.^WTP?S' 
to  the  grave."    ,_    ,,  |.  ^_._        , 

*'  My  dear  Ij-iend — dear  Ninon,  if  I  may 
you  by  a  name  it  was  once  my  pri^^ilege  to  «i 
give  vent  to  your  grief,  and  repose  it  in  me, 

"  Sit  by  my  sidej"  said  the  other,  "  and  list) 
to  the   short  history  of   these  faded    chei 
Was  I  not  once  hloortiing  like  you  ?  were  not 
the  pleasures  of  the  world  open  to  me  as  they 
now  are  to  you  ?    You  were  very  young  wh( 
I  married,  hut  may  perhaps  remember  the  ji 
with  which  my  union  with  the  Marquis  Val- 


ened^K 


'^'irU^hW^omii.  -263 

"^*cl,S^-"^  hJS?"^rf^MM  loVe/kna' Vped  by 
■''^y  t^ib^llieirfe)  '^^e  lik"of'5i^'p'fe«&n  which 
■' wW £U"<5nly 'te/'^i^-'bf  #&*osW k^e  'ybu  are 
'nit  ^otbM''  'm\iid'%n&'%('i!Ee'gArnhig 

on  these  words,  an3^§8ze'd''bii"tCT' attentive 
'^ividu>r%  TiiiM  tK^  efiycf  mj^'kd  '^rdduced ; 
"ilvit^^Alk" tf^  'y^k'mUcm'h  the 
^ iroM:'''^'fkR' mS-'W  %•  "ena6avt)to,'' 
"cog&^^^d''t^^  fii^^dff^^^^*'  Mi  eVety  sacri- 

fice  I  made — ^vain  all  the    diverSf<M»  of  the 

'^'grearJoMd^^itt  W&  "ffife^^jV  <i^  a^'father, 
''^hich*Ma^'ffld''Aot^"'iWMbld'  frbirf  fiiii-^yain 
eyerythiiig !  "^Ws*'?£^a^te  ^ffibt^^ed  day  by 
day,  and  the'Wlh.ap^y'(^on^  are 

these  paie  ctee'ks'that'tett^'6f%yBt'Aken  heart. 
Gabrielle,  i  believe  that  'every 'darlirig  isin  iriay 
be  overcomie— KsW  ti  whatr  t  say-^every  sin; 
but  this  one  n^vef.** 

Gabrielle  now  bey-^tftii  ittideiistand  Vi^hai  the 
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marclijoness  intejideil,  and  to  what  she  desi 
to  lead  her.  Her  bosom  heaved  heavily, 
blood  cii'culated  rapidly  ihiough  every  vei 
and  her  anxious  eyes  rested  on  those  of  hi 
friend. 

"  Yes,  Gabriello,  believe  me,  all 
bilities — all  our  truth — whatever  good  pro- 
perties of  the  heart  we  may  happen  to  possess, 
can  only  restrain  such  men  for  a  brief  space- 
It  may  be  that  the  day  will  arrive  when  they 
return — yes,  I  foresee  it  in  my  own  case,  and 
very  near  at  hand — but  it  will  be  the  day  of 
their  ntter  helplessness  and  ruin ;  then,  when 
abandoned  by  all  beside,  will  they  again  re- 
quire the  full  measure  of  woman's  love — thi 
must  we  participate  in  their  misfortunes — thi 
will  they  lay  claim  to  all  their  rights,  thoi 
through  their  guilty  enjoyments,  our  youth, 
our  spirits,  our  happiness,  are  gone  nevi 
return.  "Why  do  I  say  all  this  to  \ 
flabrielle,  I  perceive,  by  your  downcast 
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&aC  you  already  suspect  my  motive.  It  is 
said,  indeed,  that  you  alone  are  ignorant  of 
tbe  truth.'' 

"  Indeed  I  know  nothing — kuow  nolliing  at 
all,"  said  the  young  lady  with  great  agitation. 
"A  few  momenta  before  I  came  here,  I  was 
assured  by  him  that  he  is  no  gamester,  and  I 
never  even  heard  a  whisper  to  bis  prejudice 
before  yesterday.  But  now  I  tremble,  and 
fcrebode  much  that  is  melancholy — much  that 
u  pitiable  for  me." 

"  Very  much  that  is  melancholy,  very  much 

that  is  pitiable  ! "  responded  the  marchioness  ; 

"and  I  am,  then,  really  the  unhappy  woman 

destined  to  take  the  bandage  from  your  eyes ! 

But  better,  far  better,  you  learn  your  sorrow 

from  me,  than  from  the  sneers  and  ridicule  of 

world.     Look  at  my  jewel  caskets — their 

itents  are  gone!     Go  out  and  regard  my 

ildren — the  sole  remaining  joys  of  my  life — 

td  you  will  perceive  with  what  rigid  economy 

r  am    obliged    to    educate    them !     Ask   tlie 
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world,  and  you  will  be  told  that  our  ODCel 
considerable  patrimony  haa  nearly  vanished  t 
GabrieUe,  in  seven  years  everything,  every- 
thing is  lost ;  and  among  the  foremoEt  of 
of  those  who  daily  drain  my  husband's  heart's 
blood  sits  your  Malvieux !  Poor  child !  you 
tremble !  and  yet  you  are  happier  than  I  waa. 
Oh !  before  I  took  the  step  you  are  about  to 
adventure,  had  I  heard  a  wai'ning  voice  as 
now  mine  sounds  in  your  eaiB,  how  happy 
might  I  be  now !  I  feel  I  cruelly  lacerate 
your  heart  j  but  I  must  give  you  a  full  descrip- 
tion of  my  own  misfortunes,  that  you  may 
avoid  the  rock  on  which  my  happiness  has 
been  dashed  to  atoms.  To  no  creature  but 
yourself  have  I  lifted  the  veil  of  my  sarrow» : 
as  yet  is  the  shame  of  my  house  hidden,  in 
some  measure,  from  the  world ;  but  from  you  I 
will  hide  nothing,  that  I  may  enjoy  the  swee 
consolation  in  my  misery  of  having  saved  a 
noble-minded  and  beautiiiil  being  from  the 
abyss  into  which  I  have  been  plunged  mysel£j 
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Soon  shall  I  be  forced  to  wander  about  as  a 
public  spectacle,  and  have  now  nothing  before 
me  but  the  fast-advancing  moment  wien  I 
must  seek  the  charitable  sympathy  of  my 
firiends.  Gabrielle,  I  conjure  you,  let  the  most 
miserable  woman  on  earth  become  your 
gsardian  angel  Have  confidence  in  me : 
have  strength,  have  firmness,  to  tear  your- 
Belf  from  the  arms  of  this  monster,  who  is 
in  my  sight  more  hateful  than  the  man  who 
has  become  to  me  a  sort  of  varapire.  The 
one,  at  least,  does  not  attempt  to  conceal  his 
wretched  practices ;  the  other  is  a  hypocrite  who 
makes  a  parade  of  his  virtue  before  your  eyes 
during  the  day,  while  he  spends  whole  nights 
at  the  gaming-tahle  in  the  rmn  of  innocent 
AunilieB !  What  do  yon  expect  from  such  a 
man  but  cozenage  ?  If  it  cost  you  a  tear  the 
other  day  because  he  was  prevented  from 
accompanying  you  in  your  excursion,  how 
much  more  had  you  been  afflicted  if  conscious 

I^t  he  was  all  the  time  engaged  at  play,  and 
I 


I- 


I 


I 


rfW  «Ff  .i.!,  ifa  , 


THE   WORD   OF    1 


269 


Ediew  her  veil  over  her  face,  and  after  a  short 
^but  painful  leave -taking,  Bucceeded  in  descend- 
ing the  stairs. 

Plunged  in  deep  sorrow,   and  bitterly  be- 

(moanii^  her  fate,  Gabrielle  re-entered  her 
Other's  house. 
Toimented  by  a  thousand  terrors,  torn  in 
his  inmost  soul,  filled  with  eelf-reproach, 
Malvieux  had  not  yet  left  his  mansion,  but 
waited  the  return  of  Albano,  whom  he  had 
sent  to  the  marquis  with  a  letter,  declining  to 
join  his  parties  for  the  future,  and  declaring 
irreTocable  determination  never  again  to 
luch  a  card.  At  length  the  moor  arrived 
ith  an  answer,  which  Malvieux  opened 
laatily,  well  suspecting  that  his  communication 
lad  been  anything  but  agreeable  to  one  so 
ipelesaly  devoted  to  play.  Albano  gave  a  full 
iription  of  the  manner  in  which  the  marquis 
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was  aiTected  on  reading  bis  letter.  He  paced 
up  and  down  the  room  in  violent  agitation, 
denouncing  the  count's  conduct  as  infamous. 
At  one  time  he  called  for  his  pistols;  at  another 
resolved  to  answer  the  letter  in  person ;  then, 
again  altering  his  mind,  he  determined  to 
send  for  the  captain  to  accompany  him;  and 
at  last,  when  his  passion  had  somewhat  ex- 
hausted itself,  he  sat  down  and  wrote  the 
answer  Albano  had  brought,  and  which  was 
couched   in   the   following   terms: — 

"I  have,  for  two  years,  been  an  unceasing 
sacrifice  to  your  better  fortune.  Yesterday 
she  was  favourable  to  me  for  the  first  lime, 
and  in  a  moment  you  resolve  to  forsake  &r 
ever  the  card-table.  Such  conduct  teaches 
me  an  unpleasant  lesson.  Hitherto  I  have 
only  known  you  as  an  agreeable,  honourable 
player :  were  you  such  only  when  in  luck  ? 
Prove  to  me  the  contrary,  and  I  remain,  i 
friend,  Valsatn." 

Malvieux    felt    that   this   reproof  was 
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altogether  unmerited.  For  the  first  time  it 
struck  him  that  it  was  certainly  the  only 
occasion  be  had  lost,  and  this  was  undoubtedly 
a  circumstance  to  place  his  present  conduct  in 
so  ambiguoua  light,  that  he  could  scarcely 
hope  to  appear  with  honour  either  before  the 
martjub,  or  any  other  person.  But  what 
chiefly  weighed  upon  his  spirits,  and  almost 
caused  him  to  waver  in  bis  determination,  was 
the  painful  position  to  which  the  continued 
losses  of  Valsain  had  reduced  him.  Revolving 
these  things  in  hia  mind,  he  became  very 
_  uneasy,  and  wandering  from  one  room  to 
another,  found  himself  standing  before  the 
picture  that  had  so  deeply  affected  him  the 
nigltt  previously.  His  heart  beat  with  melan- 
choly and  softened  sensations,  as  he  gazed  on 
the  majestic  stature  of  the  woman  he  so  loved, 
while  the  figures  at  the  gaming-table  seemed 
to  him  like  demons,  who,  with  all  their  power, 
strove  to  drag  him  along  with  them  in  their 
ruin.     He   was  satisfied    it   required    nothing 
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but  unbending  firmnees  to  aecure  his  ful 
peace ;  and,  as  it  were,  streiigtheiied  for 
performance  of  a  sacred  duty,  he  seized 
pen,  and  replied  as  follows  to  the  marquis  :- 

"  You  know  me  as  a  man  of  hoaour,  bnt 
remember  I  have  a  duty  to  perform  towardi 
myself,  and  those  who  are  dear  to  me, 
I  am  as  determined  no  longer  to  violate, 
maintain  my  honour  in  the  face  of  all  men. 
You  will  wait  for  mc  in  vain  at  the  gaming- 
table, either  to-day  or  henceforward." 

Albano  was  dispatched  with  the  letter,  hi 
no  sooner  had  he  departed  than  the  woida' 
the  marquis  had  once  uttered  fell  heavily  on 
Malvieux's  soul :  "  I  must  either  win  to-day 
or  be  lost  for  ever."  He  was  well  awarf  that 
it  was  the  csplain,  and  some  others  of  their 
party,  who  had  been  chiefly  gainers  the  other 
evening  while  the  marquis  had  only  obtained 
a  trifling  advantage.  Immersed  in  such  pain- 
ful reflections,  the  sufli-nng  form  of  Valsain's 
wife,  known  to  ail  tlie  town  ns  a  sacrifice  lo 
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her  husband's  niinous  propensity,  rose  up 
before  him.  He  called  to  mind  that  Valsain 
had,  within  the  last  few  months,  mort^ged  his 
property  in  Provence  for  an  insignificant  sum, 
and  that,  in  all  probability,  even  this  mast 
have  already  been  nearly  squandered.  He 
opened  his  cabinet,  counted  the  ready  money 
lie  had  by  him,  made  up  a  packet  of  very 
Considerable  amount,  and  taking  it  in  his  hand, 
proceeded  without  awaiting  Albano's  return 
to  the  house  of  the  marquis.  "  May  this  sum," 
Wd  he  to  himself,  as  ha  hastened  on  his 
inission,  "  save  a  fellow  creature,  and  reconcile 
'me  to  Gabrielle  and  myself." 

As  he  gained  the  house  he  met  Albano, 
who  put  a  letter  into  his  hand.  Malvieux  did 
dot  stop  to  open  it,  but  only  inquiring  if  the 

I  marquis  was  alone,  hurried,  without  hesitation, 
into  his  apartment. 
"  So  quick,"  said  Valsain,   as  he  entered ; 
''have  you  recived  my  letter  ? " 
*   "Here  it  is  unopened,"   replied  Malvieux; 
N  5 
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"  I  wish  neither  to  gaess  nor  be  certified  of  its 
contents.  I  come  to  you  as  a  fiiend.  Ere  you 
condemn  me,  then,  listen.  You  let  drop  cer- 
tain expressions  yesterday,  which  I  assure  yon 
did  not  fall  unheeded  on  my  ears.  Perhaps  I 
am  the  man  whose  good  fortune  it  may  be  to 
restore  a  part  of  your  immense  losses." 

"  Kead  my  note,"  ssud  tlie  marquis ;  *'  yon 
will  gather  from  it  in  what  manner  the  affidr 
between  ub  can  only  be  settled :  either  we  hare 
the  pleasure  of  your  company,  or  there  remains 
to   you  the  choice  of  weapons." 

"As  yet,"  responded  the  count,  with  great 
calmness,  "  I  know  of  no  afeont  given  or 
received;  before,  then,  anything  of  the  kind 
really  happens,  let  us  discuss  our  several 
positions  like  reasonable  men,  and  with  mo- 
deration." 

"  I  know  of  no  moderation  in  an  affiur  of 
honour." 

"  My  lord,  neither  do  I,  when  it  is  a  qnestion 
of  true  honour ;    but   listen    patiently   to  my 
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for  refusing  again  to  join  you  at  play; 
I  again  repeat,  before  any  cause  of  afiront 
has  arisen  between  us,  reasons  whicb  may 
place  our  friendship  on  a  nobler  basis  than  it 
now  rests  upon." 

"  Verily,  count,  I  did  not  expect  that  yon 
would  enclose  your  hand  in  a  napldn,  to  save 
yourself  from  the  piercing  point  of  a  rapier 
directed  against  your  heart.  Words  are  not 
the  weapons  of  a  man  of  honour." 

"My  lord,"  said  the  count,  with  unruffled 
£rmness,  and  in  a  tone  that  belongs  not  to 
the  coward,  "  I  have  not  read  your  note,  which 
lies  there  with  its  seal  unbroken  before  your 
eyes,  but  I  no  longer  require  to  be  instructed 
of  its  contents.  You  desire,  then,  without  any 
reserve,  to  call  me  to  combat.  Good — we 
fight.  But  when  I  entered  this  house  I  had 
a  well-intentioned  object  in  view,  which  I 
hoped  would  have  secured  to  me  your  lasting 
esteem.  Listen  to  me ;  but  deem  not  I  want 
to   gain  you  over    by  fair  words.     Is  it  not 


270  THE    WORD   OF    IIONOPR. 

your  present,  and  I  hope  only  temporary, 
embarraBsnicnt  (which  the  other  day  wrung 
from  you  an  acknowledgment,  that  you  stood 
on  the  brink  of  absolute  ruin,  unless  success&l 
in  recovering  back  some  of  your  heavy  losses) 
— ia  is  not,  I  repeat,  the  pressure  of  this  em- 
barrassment that  to-day  has  determined  you 
to  proceed  to  such  extremities  against  me, 
calculating  oa  the  continuance  of  my  ill 
fortune  ?  If  I  were  in  ignorance  of  your  acCtuJ 
desperate  condition,  I  might  have  supposed 
mere  fondness  for  play  urged  you  in  your 
anxiety  to  ace  me  at  your  card-table.  But  now 
I  know  that  interest  is  the  predominant  incen- 
tive. Nay,  hear  me  out,  and  then  answer  me 
as  best  you  may.  As  an  experienced  player, 
you  cannot  deny  the  law  which  gives  to  every 
man  the  right,  whatever  sum  fortune  may  J 
have  thrown  in  his  way,  to  rise  from  the  tabl% 
and,  free  from  any  reproach,  refuse  the  leactfl 
revenge  to  any  one.  Supposing  I  made  i 
clear  to  you,  that  I  have  bst  in  another  place  I 
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all  I  won  here ;  that  I  now  stand  before  you 
a  ruined  man — a  man  drained  of  his  last 
resource — would  you  be  so  anxious  to  drag 
me  to  yon  table  ?  Would  you  lend  me 
tiie  necessary  dollars  with  which  to  enable  me 
to  win  youT  money  ?  You  would  act  like  a 
£>ol  if  you  did  so.  The  reason  why  no  man 
can  be  forced  to  play  ia  eimply  because  it  is 
impossible  to  know  if  he  be  in  a  condition  to 
pay  what  he  may  lose.  This,  by  the  way,  my 
lord.  And  now  I  am  willing  to  remain,  but 
the  stake  must  not  be  leas  than  twenty-five 
thousand  francs  on  the  first  card,  and  the  gold 

[  the  tabic — there  is  mine." 

""What  are  you  thinking  of?"  cried  the 
marquis,  altogether  taken  by  suiprise. 

■  Will  you  hazard  an  equal  simi  against  it  ?" 
said  the  count  with  fervour,  pointing  to  the 
jacket  of  gold,  "  Will  you  draw  the  card '. 
if  so,  the  affair  is  speedily  settled;  but  first 
■place  the  money  down  upon  the  table." 

'  What  has    come    into   your    head  ?"   said 
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Valnia  £>oeiKCTt«L  "  Yoa  know  I  can  do 
BO  Mich  thing." 

"  You  have  your  elecdon,"  said  the  count, 
with  «  MtirigJ  smile,  "  nther  to  play  with  me 
OB  mj  toBH,  or  toko  your  choice  of  weapons." 

"Hov  nBTBMomblol"  responded  the  mar- 
qm.  "  What  right  bare  yoa  to  force  me  to 
play  whigb.'" 

"So high!"  internipted  the  count.  ""WTiy 
I  ynterday  lost  three  thousand  Jrancs  ia  three 
minatca ;  should  1  begin  as  unfortunately  to- 
day as  I  endcil  yesterday,  I  shall  be  nunus 
more  than  a  hundred  thousand." 

"  Nevcrlhelees,  it  is  the  greateet  folly  on 
your  part  to  attempt  to  force  a  man,  sword  in 
handi  to  play  at  just  what  t/ou  choose  to  set 
the  stake." 

"  Mai^uis,  nous  tommes  quiltes.  Just  as 
absurd  is  it  in  you,  sword  in  hand,  to  en- 
deaTOUT  to  constnun  a  man  to  play  at  all, 
Give  me  your  hand,"  added  Malvieui,  with 
great  feeling ;  "  your   mind   is   in 
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feverish  excitement,  because  ill  fortune  follows 
you  without  inteiinission.  My  desire  is  to 
help  you.  You  have  pawned  your  noble 
patrimoDy  in  Provence  for  a  miserable  sum; 
and  have  since,  as  I  suspect,  lost  more  than 
even  that  sacrifice  brought  you  in.  There  lies 
and  twenty  thousand  francs ;  in  half  a 
from  this  time  a  hundred  thousand  more 
are  at  your  command.  I  lend  it  you  freely, 
heartily;  but — ^play  no  more." 

The  marquis  cast  liia  eyes  on  the  money, 
fclded  his  arms,  and  thoughtfully  and  irre- 
solutely paced  up  and  down  the  apartment. 
"My  friend,"  said  he  at  length,  "the  money 
that  is  borrowed  of  a  player  brings  no  luck; 
hut  listen  to  me  a  moment,  while  I  make  you 
a  fair  proposition.  I  will  to-day,  for  the  last 
time,  try  my  fortune ;  if  again  a  loser,  I  accept 
your  kindness,  and  we  will  both  remain  con- 
stant to  otir  resolution,  and  play  no  more." 

At  thb  moment  the  steps  of  several  persons 
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were  heard  on   the  corridor  approaching  the 
room  where  they  were, 

"Our  friends  are  already  coming,"  saii 
Valsain.  "Come,  for  the  last  time,  you  wiD 
join  US  ?" 

The  count  reflected  for  a  moment ;  then  witK 
a  reluctant  voice,  and  a  sigh  that  seemed 
proceed  from  his  inmost  soul,  answered, 
it  so." 

As  the  guests  aascmhled,  and  were  en; 
in  mutual  greeting,  any  one  who  gave  close' 
attention  to  Malvicux  would  have  heard  the 
word  "serpent"  with  humour,  anger,  and  a 
whispering  sound,  pass  between  his  teeth; 
The  large  green  table  was  now  arranged ;  and 
scarcely  had  the  party  expressed  theii-  surprise 
at  the  absence  of  the  captain,  when  that 
person  entered  the  room  in  full  naval  uniform. 
His  appearance  at  once  indicated  Uiat  he  came 
fresh  from  some  debauch,  for  his  eyes  were 
inflamed  with  the  effects  of  recent  drinking. 


* 
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"  I  am  a  little  late,"  said  he ;  "  but  an  old 
friend  and  messmate  of  mine,  Captain  Moulin, 
vas  so  good  as  to  invite  me  to  his  lodgings, 
imd  permit  me  to  win  of  him  two  hundred 
lonis-d'ors  in  about  the  space  of  five-and- 
twenty  minutes ;  a  mere  trifle  for  him,  for  he 
^peared  so  well  stowed  with  gold,  that  it's  a 
thousand  pities  he  does  not  form  one  of  ova 
party." 

"You  might  as  well  have  iatroduced  him 
ourself,  captain,"  said  one  of  the  guests. 

Oh,  I  thought  it  better  to  defer  pressing 
for  the  present,"  said  the  cap- 
"  But  truly,"    continued  he,  suddenly 
iging  the  subject,  "  what  a  miserable  set  of 
people   there  are  in  the  streets  to-day;   as  I 
came  lounging  along  at  my  case,  they  gaped 
stared  as  if  they  had  never  seen  a  naval 
Lcer    before — a    pack — utterly   incapable    to 
lUirait   an   elegant   crime.     I   tell  you,  mar- 
lanaille  arc  perfectly  ignorant  what 
ilcndid  vices  tliere  are  in  the  world," 
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The  marquis  and  the  others  seemed  to  enjoy 
the  peculiarly  comic  mood  of  the  captain ;  but 
Malvieiix  turned  avay  from  the  emaciated 
valetudinarian  with  contempt  and  disgust. 
"  Verily,"  thought  he  to  himself,  "  a  beauti&l 
symbol  of  my  future  days :  I  am  on  the  direct 
path  to  become  the  exact  counterpart  of  6U(^ 
a  picture!" 

"  Lejeu  est  Jait,'"  said  the  captain,  who  hod 
prepared  the  cards,  and  placed  himself  by  the 
side  of  Valsain. 

Although  it  was  without  broad  daylight, 
the  room  where  these  miserable  slaves  of  J 
miserable  and  ignoble  passion  were  assembled, 
everything  had  the  appearance  of  night — the 
window-shutters  were  fest  closed — the  glorious 
sun  that  shone  with  unclouded  brilliancy  on 
the  world,  was  not  suiFered  to  enter  there,  but 
artificial  lights  flamed  high,  and  glared  on  the 
faces  of  these  reckless,  mined  mortals. 
first  their  play  proceeded  quietly,  the  i 
were  not  high,  and  none  seemed  to  have  i 


red        . 
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the 
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spmt  except  the  excited  captain,  who  moved 

rbis  body  restlessly  backwards  and  forwards  as 
impatient    for    more    serious    gaming.     At 
mgth  Malvieux  began  to  hazard  in  earnest; 
ind  as  the  marq^uis  was  always  successful  he 
;  a  close  watch  on  the  fingers  of  the  cap- 
tain, and   the   cards   of  a  yotmg   man,    who, 
distingaislied  by  the  poverty  of  his  outward 
appearance,  sat  near  him,  and  had  only  lately 
been  introduced  to  the  party.     There  is  a  class 
of  individuals    who    receive  pay    from    well- 
seasoned  gamblers  for  their  time,  and  whose 
dexterity  of  finger  is  a  gage   for  the  result. 
Malvienx  was   aware   of  this   trick,   and   saw 
through  the  machinations  of  the  captain. 
^B     "  You  are  very  fortunate,"  said  the  count, 
^Birith  assumed  indifference  of  tone,  as  the  young 
^Hptui  again  collected  a  considerable  sum. 
^^f  "  No  remarks,"  murmured  the  captain,  while 
the   young   man    coloured   shghtly.      "  Every 
one  plays  for  himself,  and  has  no  account  to 
,  render  for  his  gain  or  loss.'' 
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Th«  gamblers  conUnued  their  play,  and  t 
packet  of  jthe  count  beginning  visibly  to  i 
crease,  be  summoned  Albano,  and  sent  I 
bome  for  money. 


In  her  sleeping  apartment  in  the  Pal 
Ifan^on,  Gabrielle  was  on  her  knees, 
folded  hands  were  raised  to  a  picture  i 
hung  on  Uic  wall,  representing  the  Madoni 
with  her  bosom  pierced  by  the  seven  swords, 
and  who,  to  the  excited  fancy  of  the  unhappy 
maiden,  seemed,  while  telling  of  her  own 
grie&j  to  gaze  with  melancholy  upon  heis. 
"  Oh !  thy  holy  bosom  ia  pierced  like  mine ! 
Am  I  not  stricken  by  the  daggers  of  despair .' 
All  my  love,  my  deep  affection,  my  perfect 
confidence  in  that  one  only  mortal  b  fearfully 
betrayed.  Teach  me,  thou  woman  of  much 
grief!  teach  me  patience;  teach  me  to  endure 
my   misery.     I   fly  to   thee ;    take   me,  cov^ 
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me  with  the  mantle  of  thy  love!  Teach  me 
patience ;  teach  me  long  endurance ;  and  if 
thou  hearest  the  prayer  of  a  worm  in  the 
dust,  turn  his  heart  from  evil,  through  the 
grace  of  thy  holy  son ! "  The  afflicted  one 
sank  weeping  upon  the  floor  of  her  chamber, 
and  the  early  dawn  still  found  her  in  the  same 


Midnight  had  overtaken  the  gamblers  at  the 
house  of  the  Marquis  Valsalo.  A  sullen  silence 
pervaded  the  apartment,  the  eyes  of  the  count 
shone  with  an  unnatural  brilliancy,  and  the 
very  lights  seemed  to  burn  with  unwonted 
flickerings.  The  captain  absolutely  trembled 
as  if  doubtfid  of  the  result  of  that  moment's 
play.  Suddenly  the  count  sprang  forward, 
seized  the  captain's  hand  with  a  firm  grasp, 
held  it  by  main  force  in  the  middle  of  the 
table,  and  with  a  voice  so  fiill  of  ferocity,  that 
every  one  started  at  the  soimd,  exclaimed, 
"  False  play ! " 

~  w   captain    strove    hard  to    loose    himself 
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from  Malvieux'B  u-on  hold,  but  lils  writhiiigs 
and  Etrugglinga  were  to  no  purpose.  For  a 
time  the  whole  party,  who  had  risen  from  their 
seats,  gazed  on  this  extraordinary  scene  with 
silent  amazement.  The  marquis  was  the  first 
to  interfere,  and  then  one  or  two  others  comii^ 
to  his  aid,  succeeded  in  forcing  open  the  cap- 
tain's hand,  which,  by  extraordinary  exertioii 
he  had  endeavoured  to  keep  firmly  dent 
The  double  card  fell  on  the  table. 

"Contemptible  villain!"  cried  the  count, 
"  I  have  long  suspected  this ;  but  you  have 
played  your  cheating  pranks  for  the  last  time 
— vengeance  shall  overtake  you!" 

The  gamblers  all  joined  in  Malvieus'e 
imprecations,  and  the  epithets  "  wretch," 
"scoundrel,"  were  applied  in  all  liberali^.. 
The  captain,  however,  recovering  the 
possession  that  had  for  a  moment  foi 
him,  seized  hold  of  the  hilt  of  his  sword, 
facing  his  infuriated  companions,  asked, 
desperate  boldness,  at    the  same  time  mixii 
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cards  one  among  another :  "  Who  can 
prove  that  the  cai'd  was  not  previously  on 
the  table?" 

"  Thou  despicable  knave  !  I  can  prove  it,  as 
well  as  every  one  here,"  thundered  forth  the 
count.  "  I  give  you  at  once  your  choice, 
either  to  move  with  all  convenient  rapidity 
out  by  the  door,  or  to  find  your  way  hence 
head  over  heels  down  the  stairs,  Be  thankful 
I  did  not  nail  your  hand  to  the  table  with  a 
knife." 

The  captain  drew  his  sword,  but  the  count 
rushed  upon  liim,  wrenched  it  bodily  from 
his  hand,  and  breaking  it,  dashed  it  vio- 
lently to  the  earth.  He  did  all  this  so  at 
random,  that  the  sharp  point  accidentally 
struck  the  foot  of  the  marquis,  and  inflicted  a 
painful  wound.  The  count  was  utterly  beside 
himself;  his  rage  was  altogether  ungovernable. 
He  heard  nothing,  saw  nothing,  but  the  cap- 
tain ;  and,  opening  the  door  with  astonishing 
readiness,  laid  hold  of  his   person,  and,  spite 
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of  the  young  man  who  came  to  the  tescu^ 
dragged  him  along  the  com  dor,  and  with 
gigantic  exertion,  lifting  him  irom  the  ground, 
cast  him  head  foremost  down  the  staircase, 
smothered  groan  rose  from  beneath,  s 
furious  mien,  he  stood  on  the  spot 
downwards  into  the  darkness ;  and  then  lie 
returned  apparently  collected  into  the  room, 
where  he  found  the  guests  husy  about  tlic 
marquis,  and  uncocscious  of  the  dreadiid  fate 
of  their  companion.  Jlalvieux  did  not  inter- 
fere, but  ordered  Albano,  with  the  other 
servants,  to  hasten  to  the  assistance  of  the 
captain,  and  hear  him  to  his  dwelling. 

The  wound  of  the  marquis,  though  slight, 
cost  him  much  blood.  In  the  midst  of  the 
tumult  that  these  events,  and  the  harrying  to 
and  fro  of  the  domestics,  naturally  created, 
the  marchioness,  pale  as  the  white  robes  that 
covered  her  person,  appeared  unexpectedly 
among  them, 

"  Is  it  not  enough,"  said   she,   drawing 
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■  figure  to  its  height,  and  directly  confioiit- 

■ .  Malyicux ;  "  is  it  not  enough  that   I  am 

rendered  as  miserable  as  your  betrothed  bride 

by  your  devotion  to  an  ignoble   passion,  but 

Fou  must  fill  up  the  measure  of  my  wretched- 

E'Aess  by  seeking  my  husband's  blood?" 

MalTieux  stood  transfixed,  aa  if  stnick  by 
thunder  from  on  high ;  his  cduntenance  he- 
me cold  as  marble,  his  brain  swam,  and  his 
■efiised  their  functions — he  became  un- 
conscious of  everything  that  ■was  going  on 
around  him.  The  faithful  moor,  who  by  this 
time  had  returned,  beheld  tlie  painful  condition 
of  his  master,  gently  approached,  pointed  out 
to  him  that  they  were  left  alone  in  the  room, 

iamd  led  him,  scarcely  aware  of  whither  his 
etepa  were  tending,  unresistingly  away. 
1  Arrived  at  his  own  home,  Malvieux  became 
more  collected,  and  ordered  all  his  domestics 
to  rest,  except  Albano.  He  sat  for  some  time 
in  iinhroken  silence,  and  sunk  in  profound 
g, reflection.     At  length  rising  slowly,  and  with 
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recovered  eclf-posseBsion  lie  opened  Ms  cabin* 
set  all  things  in  order,  and  counted  over  his 
gold.  Turniug  round,  and  seeing  Albano  still 
Btanding  by  his  side,  he  requested  Tiim  to  throw 
himself  on  the  couch  and  sleep,  but  not  to 
leave  the  room.  He  then  prepared  himself 
to  imte.  Albano  obeyed :  reclined  on  a 
damask  couch  at  the  end  of  the  room,  snd 
feigned  to  sleep ;  but  he  was  too  anxioos 
close  his  eyes,  and  kept  a  carcfal  watch  on 
actions  of  the  count,  who,  however,  continued 
to  write  long,  and  with  great  quietness,  giving 
no  further  cause  of  suspicion.  When  Mal- 
Tieux  had  finished  wiiting,  he  rose  firMn  his 
desk,  walked  up  and  down  the  apartment, 
Bcated  himself  again,  and  appeared  haunted 
by  the  spirit  of  hesitation.  After  a  consider- 
able time  thus  spent,  the  predominant  thoogl 
passed  almost  soundlessly  from  his  lips 
"  Honour  demands  blood !  An  offence  against 
honour  can  only  be  expiated  according  to 
the  laws  of  honour."     He  went  again  to 
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desk,  closed  die  letters  he  had  been  engaged 
in  -writing,  and  carefully  scaled  and  directed 
diem.  Then  taking  a  light  in  his  hand,  he 
proceeded  to  the  salle  A  manger,  and,  deli- 
berately counting  foortcen  paces  from  a  small 
tapestried  door  to  the  middle  of  the  room,  placed 
a  chair  at  the  spot  where  he  had  concluded 
his  reckoning.  He  gazed  at  the  time-piece ; 
it  was  two  hours  and  a  half  past  midnight. 
He  now  called  Albano,  who  pretended  to 
awake  &om  a  sound  slumber,  and  told  htm  to 
bring  hia  pistol-case.  The  countenance  of  the 
moor  exhibited  marks  of  almost  uncontrollable 
anxiety  on  receiving  this  order — an  anxiety  by 
no  means  diminished  on  seeing  the  count  select 
a  pair  of  pistols  and  place  the  case  quiedy  on 
a  side  table.  Hia  whole  firamo  writhed  with 
agitation,  and  whererer  his  master  stood  eo  as 
not  to  see  him,  he  made  a  movement  as  if  con- 
templating casting  himself  at  his  feet;  but 
when  the  former  again  turned  towards  him, 
he  hurriedly  adjusted  his  body  to  its  natural 
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position,  and  waited  with  trembling  the  iurther  J 
development  of  this  extraordinary  scene.  . 

In  the  meantime  Malrievix  had  heavily  4 
loaded  the  pistols,  and,  requesting  Albano  ta  J 
follow,  proceeded  to  his  sleeping  apartment,  i 
He  here  directed  the  attention  of  the  moor  to  i 
the  picture,  whereon  was  painted  the  history  j 
of  his  past  conduct ;  told  him  to  take  it  from  J 
tlie  spot  where  it  hung,  and  place  it  about  I 
man's-height  on  the  tapestried  door  in  the  | 
salle  a  manger.  ■  When  this  had  been  accom- 
plished, Malvieux,  pointing  to  the  painting', , 
thus  addressed  the  moor : 

"  This  picture  is  the  representation  of  my  J 
shame.  I  go  now  to  rest.  As  the  clock  strikes  . 
three,  I  wish  you  to  shoot  through  the  middle 
of  the  canvass ;  fire  from  this  chair,  and  pull 
the  ti'igger  between  the  second  and  third  J 
strokes  of  the  clock.  You  are  a  good  shot —  J 
take  fair  aim,  and  I  will  watch  you  from  my  1 
chamber  door." 

"Thank  you,   master,"   said  the  moor,   his  ^ 
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eyes  beaming  with  joy ;  "  ttank  you,  that  you 
only  want  me  to  shoot  the  pictui'e.  I  won't 
misa  it — I  won't  miss  it." 

"That's  right;  take  good  aim,  Albano — I 
fihall  be  grateful  to  you," 

With  these  words  the  count  disappeaied 
through  a  side  door.  Albano  grinned,  eliowed 
his  pearl-white  teeth  in  all  their  beauty, 
triumphantly  nodded  to  the  hated  picture 
Tvhich  had  made  so  melancholy  an  imprcsBion 
on  his  master,  as  if  it  were  a  thing  of  life,  and 
conscious  of  its  approaching  fate.  He  made 
up  his  mind  to  hit  it  as  mortally  as  possible. 
While  this  pantomimic  scene  was  going  on 
between  the  moor  and  the  picture,  liie  works 
of  the  lime-piece  gave  warning  that  the  ap- 
pointed hour  was  at  hand.  The  moor  settled 
his  person  to  the  proper  attitude  for  his  work, 
cocked  the  pistol,  and  stretching  out  his  arm 
,  downwards,  raised  it  slowly  to  the  middle  of 
'the  canvass.     He  tarried  a  moment — the  clock 


rns  yrtato  of  m^troB. 


jxat  aSici  the  Gccond  stroke,  tlie 


U  psMcd  thnnigK  tlie  pctuie. 

same  moment  Aibano 
*    btpcsiried  door,  tlie 


heard  a  fall 
wMcli,  hy  a 


I'&om  within,  flew  half  open.     "With 

bound   he   gained    the   spot,    threw  the 

door  to    iu   extent,    and    beheld    his   master, 

ODt'BtTctched  and  weltering  in  his  hlood ! 

"With  a  wild  and  fcjirful  ciy  he  threw  him- 

I  tdf  upon  the  bod^  of  the  bleeding  Malvieaz. 

I  Bo  preesed  his  limhe,  examined  the  woond, 

I'vul  then  cried  in   terrible   angoi^:   "He  is 

I  dead  I  be  la  dead ! " 

The  report  of  the  pistol,  which  at  that  silent 
hour  loudlf  echoed  through  the  untenanted 
apartments,  and  the  piercing  lomcntationB  of 
tho  moor,  aroused  ibe  whole  household.  The 
domestics  came  rushing  in  one  after  the  other, 
and  beheld  their  master  bleeding  on  the 
ground.  The  pistol  they  soon  foimd  on  the 
floor;  bat  Aibano,  whose  cries  they  had  dis^ 
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Ifinctly  heard,  was  nowhere  to  be  foimd. 
While  one  remained  to  assist  the  count,  and 
another  had  fiown  out  of  the  house  to  ohtain 
sssistance,  t^o  husied  themselTea  to  seek  the 

kmoor,  diligently  eearching  through  all  the 
l^iartments,  bnt  he  was  not  to  be  found.  They 
called  him  loudly  by  name,  but  received  no 
ans^-er. 

IMalvieus,  cold  and  stiff,  was  with  diffiadty 
nndresscd  and  conveyed  to  hia  bed.  Every 
aneaus  that  suggested  themselves  were  resorted 
to,  to  arrest  the  bleeding  of  the  wound,  which 
was  now  visible  under  the  right  shoulder. 

In  a,  brief  space  two  surgeons,  who  had 
been  sent  for,  arrived,  and  shortly  after  them 
a  halting  figure,  supported  between  two  ser- 
vants,  made  its  appearance.  It  was  the  mar- 
quis, whose  foot  was  cai'efiilly  bandaged. 

On  Valsaiu's  countenance  horror  and  anxiety 
were  strongly  depicted:  "Where  is  he?" 
cried  he.  "  I  mu^t  see  him ;  X  must  see 
whether  he  yet  lives;  whether   help   is   yet 
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pomble.**  As  he  ibxa  spoke,  lie  saw  one  of 
the  medical  men,  and  addreming  him '  with 
deep  feeling,  said:  "Ohl  Sir,  Bare  him;  save 
him,  if  it  be  poBsible ;  I  will  reward  you  ae 
liberallj  as  is  in  the  power  of  a  poor  mair." 

But  he  now  stood  in  the  presence  of  the 
patient ;  and  when  he^  beheld  the  woosd  in 
hii  breast,  and  the  body  lying  senseless,  lite 
'  an  alabaster  picture  of  death,  he  hid  his  £ice 
in  both  hands  and  wept 

"Oh!  my  Mend,  ia  it  possible  that.  I  am 
die^cauae  of  yonr  untimely  and  terrible  dea&!" 

As  he  thu3  spoke,  a  voice  rose  £rom  the 
ground,  which  made]  every  one  start  b'a(^?inird« 
exclaiming :  "  Bind  me !  bind  me  1  '*    Att^tion 
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■  In  vain  did  those  aljout  hjtn  endeaTour  to 
I  obtain  information;  he  only  inceseantly  re- 
I  peated  the  same  exclamation.  It  was,  there- 
r  ibre,  deemed  beat   to  do   as  he  desired;   and 

when  secured  to  hia  heart's  content,  he  threw 

himself  at  Valsain's   feet,  and    aclinowledged 

himself  the  murderer  of  his  master. 

"Thank  God!"  said  the  marquisj  "it  is  at 

I  least  not  a  question  of  suicide." 
The  party  now  retired  to  the  room  where 
the  catastrophic  had  taken  place,  and  left  the 
imrgeoas  to  the  quiet  performance  of  their 
.ynportant  duties.  The  moor,  whose  love  for 
Malvieux  was  wcU  known,  was  minutely  ex- 
amined as  to  the  circumstances  of  the  ead 
erent,  but  no  connected  idea  could  be  gathered 
ifrom  his  extremely  incoherent  statements,  ex- 
cept that  before  the  accident  took  place  the 
count  had  been  long  sedulously  engaged  vin 
writing.  The  marquis  therefore  made  imme- 
diate search  among  Malyieux's  papers,  and 
800Q  discovered  a  letter  addressed  to  himself, 
o5 
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I  &at  purpose,  and  therefore  consigned  it  to  my 
I  aim.  keeping.  Like  a.  miserable  weakling, 
I  however,  I  did  break  my  word;  and  returning 
p  home,  knowing  kow  I  bad  laid  my  honour  in 
the  dust,  I  felt  I  waa  answerable  to  myself, 
«nd  bound  to  call  myself  to  account.  I  have 
determined  that  satisfaction  shall  be  given,  and 
to  that  cud  shdl,  in  a  few  minutes,  expose 
B^^elf  to  the  chance  of  a  piBtol-shot,  aa  if  I 
had  a  real  opponent  in  a  ducL  The  blind 
instrtunent  to  effect  this  will  be  my  faithful 
Albano,  whom  I  shall  order  to  £re  at  the 
painting  that  represents  my  shame,  feigning 
ny  anger  to  be  against  it,  and  which  'will  be 
placed  before  the  tapestried  door  in  my  dining- 
room.  The  moor  will  have  directions  to  fire 
al  a  given  moment,  before  which  I  intend  to 
8tep,  unseen  by  him,  behind  the  door,  and  give 
my  bosom  to  the  fire  of  my  opponent.  AVhcu 
you  leceive  these  lines,  all  will  probably  be 
over ;  but  I  call  heaven  to  witness  that  suicide 
ia  Dot  mj  intention.     I  wish  only  to  run  the 
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b«i»d  of  a  K^W  duel,  accta-diii^  to  the 
tvceiTcU  laws  of  honour;  and  then,  alive  or 
Jttiii,  I  shall  at  ajkj  rate  have  blotted  out  tlie 
Mud  that  novr  disfigures  my  name.  E^lain 
tht'M  things  to  the  unlia]>py  Albano,  and  make 
him  sensible  that,  in  this  trvnaaction,  he  is  as 
pure  as  an  an^I. 

"  CoiNT  SIalvikux  dk  Champillos." 
The  eyes  of  the  Marquis  Valsain  still  wan- 
dcTod  ov'iT  the  foregoing  lines,  irhen  the 
Viscount  Ifan^on,  lending  his  afflicted  daughter, 
entered  tlic  room.  The  tvo  men  ga.ye  ea^ 
other  the  hand  iu  silence ;  and  Gabrielle  sank 
exhausted  in  a  chair  beside  the  writing-table 
where  tliey  stood.  No  one  ventured  to  speak 
to  the  unhnppy  maiden,  who  kept  her  hands 
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I  chaiacter  of  Malvieux  ;  that  he  had  never  seen 
him  otherwise  than  wretched  on  account  of  his 
passion  for  play;  and  had  been  a  constant 
fritnesB  to  'Hie  struggle  of  his  soul  agwnst  its 

b.^ifluence;   that    he    could    by    no  means  be 

P  termed  a  professional  gambler.  He  then 
honestly,  and  without  in  the  slightest  degree 
sparing  himself,  related  all  that  occurred 
during  their  long  interview  the  morning 
before ;  how  nobly  he  would  have  acted  with 
regard  to  himself;  and  how  he  was  alone 
to  blame  that  the  count  had  not  kept  his 
resolution. 

Gahrielle  and  her  father  listened  to  the 
statement  of  the  marquis  with  lively  interest, 
and  a  beam  of  joy  and  hope  traversed  the  now 
pallid  features  of  the  former ;  nor  was  the 
TiECOunt  unaffected  by  a  feeling  of  a  similar 
nature. 

The  Marquis  Valsain  now  placed  the  letter 

[.Malyieuz  had  addressed  to  Gabrielle  in  the 
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lady's  Land,  who,  witL  profound  emotion  and 
tearful,  perused  its  contents : 

"Gabrielle!  yoQ  would  liave  made  me 
b^py  in  this  worlcl,  had  I  not  repaid  yonr- 
JoYe  witb  ingratitude.  For  this  skould  all 
men  curse  me,  yet  corse  not  you  my  memmy. 
And  if  yon  bclicTe  that,  hefore  the  judgment 
seat  of  Ilim  who  tnows  the  heart,  the  deaie 
of  a  man's  soul  is  more  regarded  than  hia 
actions,  of  which  latter  mortals  alone  are  ahle 
to  judge,  then  do  I  hope  to  find  forgi-vowes 
"With  one  who  knows  that  my  nund  vqpiied 
after  good.  My  chief  gmlt  hea  in  this,  dta^ 
ttuating  in  my  own  strength  for  the  future,  I 
laboiired  to  appear  before  yon,  not  what  I  fna, 
bot  what  I  hoped  to  become.  Had.  I  called 
an  my  GabrieUe  to  assist  me  to  combat  the 
feacful  vice  that  had  beset  me,  how  long  I  how 
long  ago  might  I  have  overcome  the  passionl 
But  pride  was  the  ein  of  fallen  angels,  and 
thus  was   I  vanqiushed,  and  am  now 
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ficom  the  paradise  of  my  earfltly,  and  perhaps 
my  heavenly  consolation  also.  There  are 
men  who  were  witnesses  to  my  stmggle 
agaioBt  this  evil  Should  any  such  come 
al&WBit  your  path,  and  offer  something  in 
m.  on  my  behalf,  dose  not  yoiir  ear 
to  tlffiir  wttfda,  nor  refuse  a  tear  for  my  mis- 
f(»tim£s !" 

Gahrielle  gave  the  letter  to  her  father,  and, 
sinking  on  bis  breast,  no  longer  strore  to 
resteain  her  tears. 

At  this  moment  the  solemn  atillneES  was 
Imken  by  a  considerable  movement  in  the 
direction  of  the  count's  apattmeut,  and  the 
deoaeetics  came  rushing  in,  with  the  joyful  cry, 
"He  lives  1" 

At  diese  words  the  excitement  became 
general,  and  the  exclamations  of  dehght  some- 
what boisterous ;  but  Gabrielle,  lanconscious  of 
everything  but  the  joyful  tidings,  sank  down 
oa  her  knees  in  Giknt  and  fervent  thanks- 
mring.     The  rest  pressed  towards  the  doozj 
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the  marquiaj  forgcttmg  bis  wound,  was  limping 
on  alone,  till  the  viscoimt  came  to  liis  assietance 
by  offering  his   arm;    but  Albano,  with  ontfjl 
lusty  effort.j  burst  the  bands  by  which,  at  1 
own  urgent  entreaties,  he  had   been  securec 
darted  from  the   further  comer  of  the  loom^ 
where  he  had   hitherto   remained  i 
bordering  on  stupefaction,  and  rushed  uncere^J 
moniously  before  all.     One  of  the  medical  men  ' 
met  them  at  the  door  of  Malrieux's  apartment, 
and  entreated  for  moderation  and  quiet,  : 
in  spite  of  the  traces  of  returning  life  whiciirj 
had    become    visible,    the    patient    remainej 
nevertheless  in  considerable  danger.     Except 
the  moor,  every  one  was  contented  with  gaong 
at  the  count  through  the  door ;  he,  howererj 
was  not  to  be  restrained,  but  slid,  though  iq 
obedience  to   the   commands  ,of  the   Bnr^;eoii 
without  the  slightest  disturbance,  to  his  master'e 
bedside.     Having  satisfied  his  own  eyes  that 
Malvieux  lived,  he   returned   into   the  room 
where  Gabrielle  remained  alone   and  still  c 
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H'lier  knees;  and,  utterly  beside  himself  vnih 
r}°7'  E^^^  liberty  to  his  feelings,  at  one  moment 
I  dancing  frantically  about,  at  another  hopping 
f  on  one  leg  up  and  down,  and  all  the  while 
dapping  his  hands  together  in  the  air. 

In  half  an  hour  the  patient  was  in  such  a 

totate,  that  the  medical  men  could  speak  with 
some  certainty  of  his  ultimate  recovery.  On 
receiving  this  information,  the  Viscount  Ifan- 
jon,  who  had  had  an  interview  with  the  count, 
approached  his  daughter,  and  said : 
'  "  I  have  obeyed  his  request,  and  been  to 
hia  bed-side.  He  asked  in  a  low  voice,  if  he 
might  hope  for  your  forgiveness,  or  whether 
he    should    request   his    medical    advisers  to 

I  suffer  him  to  die  ?  I  think  he  is  do  longer  in 
danger." 
■  "  I  forgive  him,"  cried  Gabrielle  from  her 
foil  heart,  throwing  herself  into  the  arms  of 
lier  father;  "only  save  him,  save  his  life!" 
She  then  di-ew  a  ring  from  her  finger,  and 
gave  it  to  her  father:   "Take  him  this  ring, 
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to  the  most  grovelling  and  degrading  ncca. 
We  often  discussed,  too,  the  subject  of  his 
Btrange  duel;  and  I  think  I  have  succeeded  ia 
convincing  him  how  false  (not  to  xise  a  strongM 
expression)  are  those  notions  of  honour  which 
seem  to  take  for  granted  that  one  crime  ia 
expiated  by  the  commission  of  a  far  greater. 

I  only  know  two  perfbcdy  happy  families  in 
Avignon,  those  of  the  Coimt  Jlalvieux  and  the 
Marquis  Valsain.  The  green  table  in  the 
room  of  the  latter  was,  immediately  after  the 
event  just  related,  given  a  sacrifice  to  the 
flameB ;  the  marquis   returned  at  once  to  the 

^{losom  of  his  family,  where  he  enjoys  a  quiet 
conscience  and  domestic  peace,  while  his  wife's 
countenance  soon  bore  again  the  blossoms  of 
health  and  beauty,  and  her  lively  eye  told  the 
tale  of  her  happiness.  The  two  Cundlics  live 
in  the  closest  union  of  friendship.  I  may 
speak  of  their  fortunate  state  with  confidence, 
because  yeai-a  have  gone  over  since  the  date  of 
a^  tale,  and  they  are  BtiU  happy. 
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The  bullet-pierced  picture  jet  hangs  i 
count's  sleeping  apartment;  and  though,  to- 
day, he  has  not  discovered  the  artist,  1  hai 
often  had  the  satisfaction  to  hear  him  spealc  ( 
the  unknown  painter  in  terms  of  deep  respect, 
as  of  one  -who  gave  a  powerful  impulse  to  )aa 
resolutions  of  amendment. 

Of  the  naval  captain  I  know  nothing,  save 
that  he  miraculously  escaped  with  his  life,  and 
has  never,  since  his  recovery  firom  the  effects  of 
his  fall,  which  were  sufficiently  severe,  been 
seen  or  heard  of  in  Avignon.  Malvieux  is 
grateful  that  he  was  not  his  murderer. 

I  have  now  only  to  beg  the  reader's  pardon 
for  having,  in  relating  a  conversatioQ  with 
Gabrielle,  spoken  of  that  immoveable  cloud 
that  throws  its  stern,  shadow  over  my  own 
e:dstencc.  But  I  had  a  better  motive  than 
merely  a  wish  to  lighten  my  bosom  by  the 
expression  of  its  sorrow.  He  whose  happi- 
ness is  wrecked,  may  place  a  beacon  on  the 
rock,  to  warn  succeeding  mariners  sailisg  on 
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life's  ocean.  Let  no  man  ti^eat  his  own,  or 
the  heart  of  another,  as  a  plaything.  Abuse 
not  first  love,  for  if  abused  it  leaves  the  soul  a 
fruitless  husk.  Some  people  doubt  the  reality 
of  love,  because  the  world  presents  so  many 
apparent  instances  of  inconstancy :  yet  there 
is  no  inconstancy  in  love.  Enthusiasm,  ad- 
miration, passion,  are  often  mistaken  for  the 
true  feeling:  the  heart  so  longs  for  something 
upon  which  to  m^lt  in  fondness,  that,  like  the 
seaman  who  beholds  land  in  the  distant  fog- 
bank,  it  believes  too  readily  the  shadow  to  be 
the  substance.  Hence  inconstancy.  But  hearts 
once  drawn  together  by  the  magnet  of  true 
affection,  can  never  again  be  whoUy  free  from 
the  marvellous  influence.  Tear  them  asun- 
der,  and  an  incurable  wound  is  inflicted, 
whose  pain  must  be  endured  till  life's  pil- 
grimage be  ended.  Therefore,  let  those  whose 
hearts  blend  naturally  and  without  effort, 
tenderly  foster  the  affection,  nor  turn  a  won- 
derful blessing   to   a  curse.      First  love  is  a 
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costy  and  beautiful  thing !  The  best  gift  the 
world  hafl  to  bestow  is  as  a  mess  of  pottage 
compared  to  this  birthright  of  the  soul*  They 
wHo  sacrifice  it  to  whatever  caose — to  am- 
bition^ wealthy  passion^  pride — ^will  assuredly 
become  aliye  to  their  error,  but  mayhap  too 
late,  and  when  there  is  no  longer  '^  place  for 
repentance,  though  sought  carefidly  and  with 
tears.** 


THE  END. 


PALUBA  Ik  CLxnuKf  V,  UruC'Court^  Fleet- itreet. 


